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      A Glimpse:



In Which Ophelia O’Leary Gets Ready for a Con of Sorts





    

    
      At the plea of one Ophelia O’Leary, Clarence Smith had come to fit her for a wire. In truth, this step was unnecessary. Anyone on the Nollag Police Force could have done it, but that’s what lifelong friends were for, and he sensed a friend was exactly what she needed right now. Pep talks were always needed when taking down dirty dealings from the inside. It may have actually been in the Nollag Police Manual. He made a mental note to check the index later.

With the task now completed, Clarence found it increasingly challenging to keep his eyes open. He attributed this sudden onset of fatigue not to the stakeout he had just completed that had lasted twelve hours, thirty-one minutes, and seventeen seconds, but to the fact that he had sat down. It, of course, did not help that his chosen place to rest his posterior was on the soft, plush sofa. He should have opted for one of those hard stools, the ones without a back that were, quite possibly, structurally unsound.

But no such thing existed in Ophelia’s apartment. He could have cursed her had he not been distracted by the knitted blanket slung over the couch. Is this cashmere? he wondered absentmindedly, and gently caressed the light gray blanket.

A sound came around the corner from Ophelia’s closet, which had once been a bedroom, but, well, Ophelia had a penchant for clothes. The sound of Ophelia’s voice was indistinguishable at first, the stage left rumbling of a French horn. Fatigue peeled away, and the “wa-wa-wa” noise became structured with syllables and enunciation. Noises turned to words, eventually stringing themselves into sentences.

“Thanks again for fitting me with the wire, Clare,” Ophelia said, poking her head out of the door to her closet, a cascade of red curls soon following. “Are you sure you don’t want coffee or tea?”

“Naw,” Clarence yawned, his hand holding the blanket moving to cover his mouth. “That’ll keep me up. I should go home to bed.” When he looked down, he was surprised to find he had a lap full of cashmere.

Ophelia hummed back sarcastically. Her left eyebrow arched in disbelief, and the right corner of her mouth pulled up at the side for balance. “You should just crash on the couch,” she replied, retreating into the cavernous closet again.

Clarence blinked back, drawing a large throw pillow closer to him. So fluffy, he thought. Possibly stuffed with cumulus clouds.

“Okay,” Ophelia stood in the hall, “help me rehearse for today. I don’t want to let Copper down, and, you know, this is the first time I’m flying blind.” Ophelia’s left thumb and index finger wrung the pinky on her right.

Clarence had known Ophelia for lifetimes. Seeing her so unsure of herself, well, it had never happened before. Anxiety made his stomach complete a floor routine that would certainly guarantee a gold medal in fretting. Lately, he found himself trying to ease both their minds with the consolation that this would pass as all things inevitably do, but, this time, that comfort was not easily forthcoming.

“Ophie.” He tried to make his smile reassuring. “You’ve hatched and juggled far more complex schemes than a sting operation.”

Ophelia tried to hold back a slight grimace. “You’re right,” she finally said with a nod. “I have, haven’t I? I have.” She said the last part to herself. “The Deal and Steal will be under new management when I’m done with them.”

“Considering ‘Steal’ is directly in the pawn shop’s name, I’m surprised none of us figured this out sooner,” Clarence frowned. “Anyway, when you get to the Deal and Steal, you’re picking up….”

“A book,” Ophelia replied, pointing a finger from Clarence to her head as if to indicate exactly where in her cranium that piece of information was stored. She walked to the coat closet by the front door. She stood back from the opened door, surveying her options.

“Which book?” Clarence followed up.

“Hm?” Ophelia hummed. Basic black? No. The navy one with the silver buttons? What coat should one don when visiting a pawn shop? Tsk. Of course. The bright red swing coat with the capelet. It has nice motion to it. Beautiful lines…. “Oh!” Ophelia exclaimed, remembering Clarence was in the room. “Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland.”

“And?”

“Aaaaand a lamp.”

“What kind of la—"

“Honestly, Clarence,” she huffed now in her familiar confident tone. “I’ve got this. Oh! But what I don’t got—have,” she corrected herself, running back to her closet, the big one.

“What are you getting?” Clarence called after her, but her reply was lost amongst the sounds of shuffling boxes and the scraping of old dresser drawers as they were opened and shut again.

Clarence squinted at his watch. When the blur was mostly gone, and his vision finally aligned, he read the time as 10:47 a.m. She was cutting it close, a luxury she could not afford. This situation wasn’t like all the others before when time offered Ophelia spoilers to the consequences of her actions. He rolled his hazel eyes to the back of his head, his face pinching at the peak. He had overextended the roll. “Ow,” he said under his breath, rubbing each eye with the heel of his right hand.

“Besides,” she echoed her friend’s encouraging words from earlier, “it’s not like we haven’t pulled cons before.” She stepped back into the living room and took a seat next to Clarence, something small clasped in her left hand.

“True,” he conceded, slumping against the back of the couch, sinking farther into it and feeling his eyelids struggle to hold themselves up. It took him a moment to register that things had gotten quiet, which was rare when the two of them were together. Ophelia, he noticed, was off somewhere in her thoughts again, her thumb absentmindedly stroking the thing in her hand.

“Whatcha have there, Ophie?” he asked, pulling her from her reverie.

She opened her hand to show Clarence a small black velvet covered box.

“You kept it.”

She nodded. “What was I going to do with it otherwise?” she shrugged, opening the little box, the hinges sounding like cracking knuckles. She made a face, eyes widening almost as if in horror at the contents. “Calum has terrible taste. No other woman should have to be put in that position.”

“Not even Bailey?” Clarence asked, jumpstarting the conversation again.

“Shockingly, no,” she laughed. “Besides, now I have something to pawn.” Ophelia securely placed the box into the front left pocket of her coat.

“Mm,” was all Clarence said. Within that “Mm” came a question only a best friend could pluck from the sound: Not even Delaney?

Ophelia exhaled audibly, then stood up and walked over to the dish where she kept her keys by the door. She picked up a pin in the shape of a poinsettia and fed it through the lapel of her coat. “I know everything with Dee is done. Squared away. All neatly packaged and tied up with a bright green bow.” She caught a half-lidded look from Clarence. “Well, not ‘neat,’ but it had to get messy. You know this.” She said this with conviction where many would have expected, at the very least, a tinge of regret. Delaney was her sister, after all.

“I know,” he confirmed. “Things with family are always messy. I turned my parents in to the police when I was ten, remember?” He plopped onto his side, embracing the very large pillow, the faux fur of its slipcover getting caught on his stubble.

“I’m going to meet her over at Beatrice’s after I’m done at the pawn shop. She said she wanted to talk about something. I’ll stop by your place later to drop off your coat and the gift for Mynah.”

“I can take them now,” Clarence offered. He snuggled into the pillow.

“I still have some finishing touches to add,” Ophelia replied. “Besides, I wanted to see Gin and Olive’s new baby.” Also, Clarence was so tired, and Ophelia knew that any directions she left him would surely get lost in the Wonderland that was Clarence’s impending dreams.

He didn’t hear her response; his fatigued mind moved to another topic.

“After we help Copper pull off his fairy tale evening with Mynah, we’ll be done. Mission accomplished.” Clarence was now cocooned in both the light gray knitted blanket and in his thoughts. He meditated on their process: coming into people’s lives, working their brand of charm (in the case of Ophelia, charm was used loosely), and then disappearing. Onto the next thing. It never failed. “It always feels strange,” he mused to his friend. “Although, this time is different, huh?” A sadness crept into his words. Ophelia chose to ignore this last part.

“Well, we’ve been Ophelia O’Leary and Clarence Smith for twenty and twenty-five years, respectively,” Ophelia said to the gray mound that was Clarence reflected in the mirror as she played with her hair and pulled on her gloves. It may feel strange, but it doesn’t come as a surprise, she said to herself.

The reason for that off kilter feeling, at least for Ophelia, was due to the emotion that she usually felt every time she left behind the life she had assumed once she helped someone, like Delaney, find their footing with happiness. Sadness usually did accompany happiness, sometimes riding on its coattails and lingering long after the party was over. This time, however, things were different. This time, Clarence was going to move on without Ophelia all because she had been, let’s say, a little too helpful.

Her shoulders drooped another half an inch when her thoughts moved to her meeting at the café with her sister. Delaney hadn’t said one word to her since last Christmas, when Ophelia put Bailey Barrymore in the hospital, who, by the way, more than deserved it. Reconciliation seemed improbable. Perhaps she shouldn’t go at all. Still, she couldn’t help but be curious as to why her sister had invited her.

Clarence half-yawned, half-spoke, bringing Ophelia out of her tangled emotions, not unlike a recently unpacked box of Christmas lights. “Course, it’s always a bit exciting…getting to figure out who we’ll be the next time around,” he said sleepily.

Ophelia hummed in agreement. She felt a slight ache when she heard Clarence’s sleepy words. Ophelia had no choice but to remain Ophelia O’Leary. This would be the rest of her, what she speculated to be, mortal life. “Hey, Clare?” Ophelia asked, her face and tone serious once again.

“Yeah?” Clarence picked his head up off the pillow. He made a face, spitting out some of the faux fur that mixed with the drool at the corner of his mouth.

“Can you see the wire?” She came closer and gave a twirl.

“Nope. You’re good.” He gave her a drowsy smile.

“All right then. I’m off. Wish me luck.”

Whether she was referring to her dealings with the pawn shop or with her impending meeting with her sister, even Ophelia could not be certain.

“Enjoy the nap,” she said, stepping out into the apartment hallway. “I’ll come by you sometime this afternoon,” she reminded her friend. She caught a glimpse of a hand limply waving as she closed the door behind her. Muffled snoring followed while she turned the key in the lock.

Ophelia synched the belt of her coat a little tighter and began to make her way down to the street where she was meeting Copper. “Mrs. Beezle,” she said in salutation to the old woman who was fumbling with her keys in one hand and balancing a parcel of groceries in the other. An orange had escaped and was rolling down the hall. Ophelia stopped it with her boot, picked it up, and took five steps forward to toss the fruit back into the paper bag. “Merry Christmas.” She pinched her mouth into a smile that could best be described as toxically polite.

Mrs. Beezle scowled back at the now retreating young woman before resuming her task of getting back into her apartment. “I really don’t care for her,” she said to no one in particular, shuffling into apartment 7A.

    

  

    
      Chapter 1:



In Which We Start at the Beginning of the Beginning of the End





    

    
      The city of Nollag was beginning to resemble a town you would find on the annual greeting card received from your second cousin twice removed who you have never actually met. Ever. Yesterday, the weather had drenched the downtown with heavy rains, and the following night yanked the tolerable temperature of thirty-eight degrees to a teeth-chattering, knee-knocking ten degrees…with a wind chill of negative two.

The shops that lined the main street of Nollag, strangely enough not named Main Street but rather Athas Avenue, were now encased in a thick sheet of ice — a quarter of an inch to be precise. If that were not enough, all of Nollag was getting a gentle dusting of fine snow.

The confection shop, Salty N. Sweets: Sweets and Baked Goods, was making the best of the abysmal winter weather by marketing their new Holi-Glazed Donuts and Cookies. The iridescently glossy treats sold like hot cakes while the hot cakes failed to rake in even a modest amount of dough.

That, thought Ophelia gleefully, was ironic, more pleased with herself that she was able to recall her word of the day. She pushed her way past the throngs of marshmallow-shaped Salty N. Sweets’ patrons in their vibrant down coats with their equally harsh and itchy-looking wool knitted hats and mittens. She squinted through her fogged breath at the line that spilled out the confectionary’s doors leaving little room for passersby to fit comfortably on the slick sidewalks. Her squint transitioned to an overemphatic eye roll, trying to save her vision from being accosted by a lemon-yellow coat with a pea green and purple scarf. “Oh, yay, it gets better,” she muttered just loud enough for the woman behind the yellow blimp. She was wearing a herringbone black and white coat topped with an obnoxious crème and orange houndstooth knitted cap. The pompom nestled atop the pile of pattern was almost enough to work Ophelia’s gag reflex. Try as she might, Ophelia struggled to understand not everyone knew the proper etiquette of dressing for occasions where the public would see them in daylight. The woman in yellow returned the snarky remark with an equally acidic smile. Ophelia made it a point to stare back as she passed by.

As the crowd began to thin and the wind picked up, the town hall's clock chimed its last of the eleven chimes, jarring Ophelia back to her reality that was riddled with brazen colors and mismatched patterns. Her date with her sister, Delaney, at Beatrice Clark’s Caffeine and Bean Coffee Café on the corner of Slumber Lane and Jazzed Avenue was to happen in exactly twenty-nine minutes and fifty-eight seconds. For the twenty-third time that morning, give or take a fragmented thought in between a toothbrush stroke here and the middle of chewing this morning’s waffle there, she again considered not going.

She pondered for a minute as her chilled fingers stopped fidgeting with the loose thread that threatened to open up a hole in her front left pocket and instead coiled around the small box currently taking occupancy in there, as well. No, I made a promise. How long will the pawn shop thing really take, anyway? Twenty minutes? She shrugged at the plausibility of her guess. Besides, when am I ever punctual? Dee is used to it. She had convinced herself, and so she pointed the tip of her black leather boot due northwest.

She swaggered down the smoothed cobblestone street toward the small shop that lay at the point where Droch Boulevard curved sharply to the right. The building was older, and shorter, than the two structures on either side of it. The foundation had settled faster on the left side, causing the flat roof of the shop to slant by four point three degrees. The large brick slabs of the Deal and Steal Pawn Shop had a permanent black tarnish on them from the big fire fifty years back, which had decimated the whole northern portion of the city…save for this little hovel.

Ophelia’s walk said a lot about her person.  It said that she was someone important, that she was not to be tangled with, and that there was precisely a ninety-two point seven percent probability that you would lose should you even attempt to, give or take a tenth of a percentage point. And that very tenacity and backbone was what would serve her well in the next fourteen minutes and thirty-seven seconds.

The sleigh bells banged clumsily against the door of the Deal and Steal Pawn Shop announcing the arrival of another mark, er, perspective client. Ophelia noted that the discolored bells on the shedding red velvet ribbon were not the only pathetic holiday touch in the equally drab establishment. The storefront window displayed a shabby looking miniature Black Hills spruce that not even Charlie Brown would have given a second glance at. The limescale-crusted water pan indicated it had gone without water for about two and a half days, turning the tips of the needles a sickly brown, some of which obscured the faded cardinals that adorned the tree skirt. The lopsided sprinkling of tinsel and chipped resin ornaments of cherubs only added to what could best be categorized as a holiday mishap.

Ophelia gave the rest of the shop a quick once over as she began to tug at the fingertips of her left glove. The shop was mostly clean, save the corners, which horded their own antiques of cobwebs and dust bunnies. As Ophelia’s thumb and index finger pinched the tip of the third finger of her glove, her gaze settled on a particularly large tumble comprised of matted fur and crumbs. This unsightly collection of debris was evidence enough that not having her hand touch anything directly was the wisest choice for the time being, so the glove was pulled snuggly back onto her hand. Simultaneously, she forced back her conjectures of what exactly contributed to the composition of the dust boulder.

The light that managed to get past the smeared front windows showed the expected cornucopia of eclectic thingamabobs, doohickeys, and plain junk. Near the front of the establishment, on large heavy tables painted in flaking teal and tangerine, lay a veritable timeline of appliances and electronics: mantle clocks, a phonograph, televisions, a crank washing machine, and a miniature jukebox. Beyond this lay a few clusters of antique furniture that hid the finger smudged glass cases that harbored the true bounty of watches, grandmothers’ pearls and broaches, and the near mint condition comic books and baseball cards of yesteryear.

Ophelia heard the muted purr of a cat on the bookshelf on the west wall. Cuddlebum, a longhaired black domestic feline, watched the woman with his seductive yellow-green eyes as she approached the back counter. He sat on a shelf, propped up against an autographed copy of Horton Hears a Who. His tail gently tickled the spine of a leather bound first edition of Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland on the shelf below. Alice, she mentally noted. Check. Oddly shaped lamp? Isssssomewhere, I hope….

Ophelia felt the tear drop and hummingbird-shaped crystals of the wind chimes graze the top of her auburn red hair. She looked above her. The wind chimes hung on an ornate golden chandelier that had been precariously hung from the ceiling. At that moment, she finally understood the phrase about slapping makeup on a pig. The golden filigree, strings of pearls, and the delicately etched goblets that encased the candles on the fixture made everything else seem cheap and depressing.

“Can I help you?” Ophelia heard a smoker’s voice come from behind an old slot machine. A haggard-looking woman leaned into view; the work stool she sat upon creaked under her shifting weight. Adele Swinde was the owner of the Deal and Steal Pawn Shop. Ophelia looked her up and down and decided in three seconds that Adele was not a pleasant person. That, and she had no style to speak of.

Heavily grooved lines had contoured themselves around her mouth, the result of years of frowning and only fleeting seconds of smiles sparingly sprinkled in between. Her eyes showed no remnants of sparkle. They had been eclipsed by her heavy purple lids and further obscured by the matching set of dark bags beneath them, making her eye color that of old guacamole. She had tied her brown and silver hair into a knotted mess that would have made a nice sanctuary for a church mouse who had suddenly experienced a crisis of faith.

Oh, what is that? Ophelia deliberated in puzzled horror.

What “that” was specifically was a sweater coat that Adele had shrouded herself in, comprised, Ophelia was willing to bet a sizable sum, of eighty percent dryer lint and twenty percent rayon. The sagging mess was mostly a heathered oatmeal speckled with bits of red, blue, and green. Ophelia resisted the compulsion to count all the pills that had formed on it, especially a rather nasty cluster along the right cuff. Reminded she had come with a very important purpose, Ophelia struggled to suppress analyzing the yellowed “I Heart Athas” t-shirt underneath that she was sure sported at least one hole somewhere.

Adele, too, had made up her mind about Ophelia. She labeled her a skinny bitch. She was accosted by memories that could not be held back by her mental dam. Ophelia bore a remarkable resemblance to the dime-a-dozen girls that had teased Adele all through her adolescence, and even a little bit through her early twenties. Each had the standard 36”-24”-36” measurements, satin hair that always caught the right light, and unblemished, smooth skin. Regardless, she was also more than well aware that this perfect package usually incubated a putrid attitude and a cruel and cunning desire to persecute anyone not manufactured out of the same mold.

“Actually, yes, you can, ma’am,” Ophelia responded, putting a little too much emphasis on the last word.

Adele tried to work the muscles in her face into a convincing smile, one that conveyed having the client’s best interest at heart and a genuine notion that she was happy Ophelia had chosen her establishment to do business. Rather, however, her mouth only managed to contort into a sneer. What was the point in smiling when humanity rarely proved itself worth the effort? She cleared her throat to push down the frustration that was beginning to curdle amidst stomach acids. She did not like this girl.

“Are you looking for anything in particular?” she queried Ophelia in a deadpan tone.

“Perhaps, uh…” she trailed, still trying to locate the lamp. What did it look like again?

Adele’s gloomy eyes rolled in the back of her head as if to check a roster of the inventory tacked in the far corner of her occipital lobe. “Um, a bauble of some sort? I’m without a doubt that you’ll be inevitably attending some fabulously fantastic soiree soon.” Her last four words dripped with bellicosity so hot it burned the thin passive aggressive veneer Adele had halfheartedly tried to disguise them with.

“Well, thank you, ma’ma,” Ophelia said, this time making Adele’s right eye tick. “While I appreciate your suggestion, I could never buy a bauble, a trinket, or a trifle from this particular establishment. It…wouldn’t suit my taste.”

“Not even a gewgaw?” Adele surprised herself by actually managing to pose her question in a sweet tone while successfully ignoring the girl’s last comment.

Ophelia simply wrinkled her nose in response.

Adele released an exasperated exhale, making her phlegm vibrate menacingly, like the end of a rattlesnake’s tail. Furiously, she wiped at her oil-stained fingertips. She did not have time to play a tedious game of wits with one she was ninety-nine point three seven five percent sure was dim like the clearance bin of light bulbs at What’s the Bright Idea Light Bulb and Lamp Outlet that only lit on one side.

“I’m here to do some business,” Ophelia said with a gentle lilt at the end of her request. She tilted her head ever so slightly to the left, letting the light showcase her rosy cheeks. The spectacle left her looking rather doe eyed.

Adele no longer needed to work to maintain a small smile. “Will you be selling or pawning then? What is it that I can do for you?” Adele rolled her stool to the left of the slot machine. Surreptitiously, she folded her hands and leaned over the counter with hungry eyes that darted all over Ophelia’s person, searching for treasure the young woman had brought. This would be more satisfying than a glass of eggnog with a little too much brandy. Try as she might, though, Adele could find nothing, save for the friendly smile Ophelia adorned on her pink lips. But that smile harbored something else – perhaps a pinch of smug.

After a long, thoughtful pause, Ophelia drew in a breath to speak, never taking her glistening green eyes off the drab mess of the woman before her. “I’m here to sell –”

Fireworks excitedly exploded in Adele’s subconscious. She was one step closer to discovering what she hoped was something expensive from someone whom she had very little regard for.

“– but not to you,” Ophelia impishly said, her cheeks pulling up ever so slightly in a conniving smile. The fireworks fizzed to sputtering sparks. Toying with Adele was not explicitly outlined in the plan she had reviewed with Clarence or Copper, but when it came to improvising, Ophelia never hesitated with an emphatic, “yes, and.”

Adele was suddenly taken back to her thirteen-year-old self after just being denied the privilege to sit at the same lunch table as Angela Treetopper, the most popular girl at school. Angela had worn the same smoldering smirk that now rested on the lips of the young woman before her in the present.

“I’d rather handle my business with someone else at this…establishment. Clearly, you are threatened by me, and, to be brief, I want to make sure I receive an accurate appraisal that is not tainted by your bias.” Ophelia punctuated her thought with a broader smile that stretched from ear to ear, a smile she only wore when she knew she had won. “Your frown lines were a dead giveaway,” she said to the woman, adding, “They got deeper when I walked in.”

Adele glowered back darkly.

“Like that.” Ophelia waved a gloved finger in the air about the shopkeeper’s expression, indicating the glower. “Maybe try and bury that…hmm…I’m guessing childhood trauma, just a smidge deeper.”

Adele sucked in her lips as the words she wished to say built up to a dangerous pressure. Her face had turned an embarrassing shade of holly berry red. With all her might, she managed to suppress her temper and pretend that she and Ophelia were civil to one another, and that she was far too busy to help her at this particular time. Memory suppression was one of her mastered skills…most of the time. Adele had found this cultivated skill imperative when dealing in customer service.

“Oh, Woody,” Adele crooned, which came out sounding more like a menacing growl. “Can you please come out here?”

Woody Hinklehimeriner was a giant of a man of equal parts fat and muscle. He could not quite clear the white doorframe that led to the back office that doubled as a storage room, height wise or widthwise. The tarnished bronze hinge at the bottom of the door shrieked loudly. The newly replaced gleaming silver hinge on top only whispered.

The display case’s glass shuddered with each of the man’s massive steps. Ophelia stood there unflinching. Where it would have taken an average person approximately five steps to make it to the front counter from the office, it took Woody exactly four steps plus a shuffle.

He had a square head with an angular jaw dotted in a five o’clock shadow. The creases on his forehead slanted from the left to the right. A red button nose ironically punctuated the wide face, which indicated Woody was nursing a cold. His charcoal gray and silver hair was neatly buzzed on the sides of his head but left slightly longer up top. Last, but not least, two dark eyes were set beneath thick, groomed eyebrows. Ophelia observed the eyes and the man they were set within, which both seemed quite kind. For that was what Ophelia had done in her line of “work.” She noticed people.

An inconspicuous smile danced from one corner of her lips to the other. The dimple in the lower right quadrant of her face struggled to remain concealed as she fought to suppress her grin. Piece of cake, she thought. Some of the tension eased in her shoulders.

Woody failed to gently lay his hands across the countertop, making the glass panes shake from the force. Ophelia looked annoyed. “Sorry,” Woody said with a faltering smile. Neither lady was sure to whom he was directing the apology.

“How can—”

“Woody, comere for a sec,” Adele gruffly said to the gentle giant.

As Woody lumbered over, Ophelia leaned to her left, pretending to be enamored with the faux ruby earrings but was really giving Woody the once over. It truly was a habit that she had no intention of kicking in the near future.

Initially, she thought the heavy steps Woody took were causing the bells at the front to jitter and jangle. Turns out, he wore red and white stripped knee-highs with bells along the cuff – four on the left, five on the right. How did Ophelia ascertain the socks were knee-high, one may wonder? Or how she knew there were bells lining the tops of them? Simple. You would notice, daresay could not help to, as Woody was wearing a kilt.

The kilt was a plaid of dark green with small traces of yellow and pale moss green. It came to just above the knee, exposing bulky, pink, hairy legs. Ophelia found herself missing the woman in the yellow marshmallow coat from earlier that day. On the other hand, not really.

Whatever instructions that needed to be relayed to Woody did not take long on Adele’s part. Forty-three seconds of heated whispers were all that was required. Ophelia could not hear what was said and wore a vacant look on her face. Woody wore a grimace, his lower jaw jutting out a little. It made him look a little doltish. On the contrary, Woody was no doofus, but in order to be able to afford more than one measly lump of coal this year, he needed to keep his job and therefore work for the Scrooge that was Adele Swinde.

Two hefty steps later, and Woody was back in front of Ophelia.

“Now,” he said with a rattling in his throat, “what can I do for you?” He beamed genially back at Ophelia. Through his thick, chapped, purple lips, she could see he was missing his right lower canine.

“I,” she began as she dug into her pocket, “would like to sell.” She paused again for dramatic effect and to make sure Adele’s eyes were on her. Ophelia presented the small hinged box. The velvet on its top still had the remnants of adhesive from the ruby red bow that had been affixed to it last year, now replaced with flecks of red pocket lint.

Ophelia’s fingers unfurled from around the small package, holding it forward for Woody to take.

His index finger and knobby thumb gingerly plucked the box out of Ophelia’s hand. Gently, he lifted the cover to see the treasure within. He had learned from past experiences to be careful doing so. Many a lid and hinge had snapped like dry twigs from the sheer force of his strength. The door leading to the backroom had not been the same since his first day.

The first to let out a gasp was Adele. She was not struck by the beauty of the thing inside, more or less by the disappointment of how well she could have cleaned up had she been the one to work the sale. She swore under her breath, very unbecoming for the holiday season, but this was the exact response Ophelia was hoping for, like whenever she managed to prove her sister incorrect.

Woody gazed at the ring in the box, taking up about an eighth of the surface area on the palm of his hand.

“Miss—”

“O’Leary,” Ophelia finished the salutation for him.

“Are—are you sure, my dear?”

Adele menacingly cleared her throat.

“Yes,” Ophelia said, not missing a beat.

Woody now pinched the ring between his thick fingers. It looked like a fragment of glitter in comparison. He inspected the cut, clarity, and color of the diamond, even employing an eye loupe, which magnified the rock’s details by a power of ten. The ring was the very real deal.

“All right,” Woody said in a tone that could have been misconstrued as skepticism by nine of out ten speech pathologists. Ophelia kept her cool, looking complacent. Cuddlebum saw a kindred spirit in her and wished to grace her with his presence. He hopped from his perch to the shelf below, then to the floor. In the process, Alice fell to the ground with a slap. The cat sashayed over to Ophelia, meowing his arrival, before completing a figure eight around her legs and jumping onto the counter to get a better look at her.

“What is the story behind this little gem?”

Adele exhaled, wishing for the business to be wrapped up and for the girl to be out of her shop. She left a bad taste in Adele’s mouth, like a candy cane with too much peppermint in it.

Ophelia raised an eyebrow in response, not anticipating anyone would be interested in the ring’s history.

“Everyone and everything that comes through that door has a story behind it. Like this….” Woody set the ring box down and led Ophelia over to the other end of the shop. He grabbed a nutcracker that had been carved from a gnarled piece of wood; the paint could not conceal the warps in the figure. “It’s a historical piece,” he said excitedly. “Sold from Nick and Jack’s Tchotchkes and Toys Treasure Trove. This particular piece was carved by Jack Knack at the grand opening of the store fifty-three years ago. You can see the date and initials carved into the base. Only five were made. Which is actually amazing being they were all made by hand on that very day. I know because I had spoken with Mr. Knack when I was verifying the authenticity of the piece.”

Woody, evidently, was not so much a pawn shop clerk as he was a historian.

“So why did its owner give it up?” Ophelia queried with genuine interest.

“Ah,” Woody began, his face falling. “It gave the owner nightmares.”

Ophelia took a closer look at the face. “Yeah, I can see why.” The right eye was drooped two centimeters compared to its left counterpart. In some spots, like the knobby knees and the sharp elbows, the grain of the wood could be seen through the faded single coat of paint. There was some splintering at the base of his now gray boots and around his jacket, giving it a frayed look.

Woody was about to go into the funny story about the old washing machine but was cut short by another of Adele’s curt throat clearing sessions. Back to business.

Woody and Ophelia returned to the counter where the ring box sat. Adele had deposited a small slip of white paper covered in scrawled handwriting, an offering she felt was fitting, not for the ring but its soon-to-be previous owner. Cuddlebum batted at an upturned corner on the sheet.

Placing a pair of small gold eyeglasses on his nose, Woody squinted through the bifocal lenses to read the message. “Uh, I can offer you $600.00,” which was a price he knew to be unfair. The ring was worth more than four and two-thirds times the offer. Atop the 950 Platinum band rested a 1.3 carat round cut diamond with undeniably exquisite symmetry. (Usually, “perfect” would be a sufficient descriptor, but in this instance, it would not cut it.) Two other diamonds flanked the larger stone. They resembled pure ice and were precariously affixed with spindly prongs of glossy platinum. One would have to be a fool to take the present deal.

“All right,” said Ophelia without a hint of hesitation. In fact, she said it with earnest, like a child offered the opportunity to peak at one of their presents on Christmas Eve. Adele was too far into a state of euphoria to pick up that Ophelia’s reply was a bit too forced and overacted, like most of the actors at the Nollag North Star Community Theater. (Tickets currently available for their rendition of Irving Berlin’s White Christmas the Musical at the box office today!)

Fool, Adele chuckled to herself.

“O—okay,” Woody said. He went to grab the necessary legal documentation.

“Actually,” Ophelia said to Woody, “I wouldn’t mind picking out a few items now that I think of it,” she fibbed. “Christmas poking its head around the corner and all. I’m afraid that I won’t be able to get all my shopping done before the department stores close.” Her eye zoned in on something cat-shaped in the southwest corner of the shop.

“Of course,” Woody said with a smile, not unlike the one pulling at the corners of Adele’s lips. This was almost a two-for-one special: underprice the ring but overprice whatever Ophelia would purchase.

Ophelia swept from corner to corner of the shop with precision, her red locks dancing and swaying about. In a matter of thirty-one seconds, Ophelia had found the items that would make suitable gifts. (Excuse me, I mean “gifts.”)

Adele was not surprised in the least. Pretty girls such as this were experts in shopping, practically an Olympic event to them.

Ophelia had grabbed two items. One was the first edition of Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland that she plucked from off the floor. The second was a peculiar-looking lamp, Tiffany in style and pieced together to look like a slumbering cat. The bright blue, green, and purple shards of the lamp battled with the crystals of the grand chandelier for the fragments of dwindling light from outside, being ushered behind blue-gray snow clouds. The cat rested on a box made from a Vermont Maple tree, giving it the appearance that one could not lift the lid to see what was contained inside. A gold keyhole clashed against the dark varnished wood.

Cuddlebum moved to sit in front of the cat lamp, flicking his tail in its face, not wanting to be upstaged by the faux feline.

“These two items, Mr. Woody,” said Ophelia. “Oh, do you do gift wrapping?” she added as an afterthought, intentionally sounding vapid.

“I’m afraid we don’t,” was his reply. He tried to soften his tone as much as he could. He hated to deliver bad news, no matter how insignificant.

“Oh, that’s okay.”

“That will be $580.00…plus tax,” Adele butted in. She wished she could have charged the even $600.00, but it would seem too suspicious.

“How lucky that the ring will cover the cost,” Ophelia said. Adele finally picked up on the sarcasm. That statement sounded a bit too incredulous. “I hadn’t realized how hefty the price tag would be. You wouldn’t mind me taking a closer look at them, do you? To make sure they are in a condition befitting the price?”

“Not at all,” Woody interjected this time. “The customer is always right.”

I’ve always hated that motto, thought Adele.

As Ophelia began to appraise the cat lamp from all angles, Woody could not help himself. “Ms. O’Leary, I’m still curious.”

Ophelia looked up at him, eyes wide and expectant.

“What is the story behind the ring?”

Woody’s imagination worked in overdrive, trying to decide if its story harbored one of tragedy or revenge, perhaps even a happy ending. To him, that was where the real value lay: the story he would potentially share with its new owner.

“Ah,” she exhaled, sounding slightly pained. “Yes, the story.”

Ophelia could have made up a lie and made it up quick. Instead, she chose to tell the truth. Granted, she left the details vague, knowing that Woody would eat up the mystery of it all.

She wetted her lips and drew in a breath to begin the tale. “I can’t divulge too much detail, but, basically, the man who bought this engagement ring was making a big mistake. And you know how it is. You can’t re-gift an engagement ring to someone else. There’s a bad memory attached to it. Simply put, it would be tacky.”

Woody let out a gasp. He couldn’t wait to tell the cryptic tale and pique another’s curiosity of the beautiful ring with a dark past. He would have to share it when Adele would be out of earshot, though. Bad memories, she had said, tended to kill sales, but he was sure he could put a fairy tale spin on it. Perhaps the ring spared the lovers a doomed life of unhappiness? He’d work it out over his lunchbreak.

“So—so you never saw him again?’

“Huh?”

“The man? The one who gave you the ring? I’m amazed he let you keep it.” Woody secretly hoped that Ophelia would confess to ‘neglecting’ to return the ring. She seemed like that sort of a person.

Adele swore under her breath (a problem, indeed), a crass way of reminding Woody to make the sale.

Ophelia wore a wry smile, the one that had greeted Adele earlier. “I never said I was the one who was being proposed to, Mr. Woody. I am the one who saved him, though. Writers always need saving.” Ophelia noted the puzzled look on Woody’s face. “Oh, the man is a writer. Wasn’t then but is now. Always living in his head or on a page, oblivious to what’s actually happening in front of him.” (Never mind the aforementioned writer was now dating her sister, which was fate. Good thing she liked Calum.)

This only made the giant of a man want to know more. Who was Ms. O’Leary in this story, really? Was she a friend of the man’s? Maybe a jealous lover made bitter by unreciprocated love? Or was she lying and really was the bride-not-to-be?

Adele said nothing. She just nudged the paperwork closer to Ophelia. Cuddlebum rested on them and posed seductively.

Ignoring the papers, and Cuddlebum to his dismay, Ophelia had moved onto the book of Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland. Thinking back to the instructions Copper had shared with her, she quickly flipped through the yellow tinged pages, careful to catch any that might be marked, torn, or dog-eared. At the back of the book there appeared to be a large ink blot. In small letters, no taller than one thirty-second of an inch, was an inscription: Look Behind the Rabbit Hole. (You would have thought the note should have said DOWN, but I assure you this was not a typo.)

Ophelia’s index finger began to scratch at the corner of the paper lying against the leather-bound cover. “I’ll be taking this one for sure,” Ophelia said to the wide-eyed Woody and Adele as she was finally able to pinch the corner between her fingers. She pulled, and the adhesive gave way with a quick POP!

There was a metallic THUNK against the glass counter. A small gold key was before the young woman now. Without one beat missed, not even half of one, Ophelia picked it up and slipped the key into the cat lamp’s box, turning it.

The box was not a box, but a drawer that Ophelia slid wide open. Adele’s jaw went slack emphasizing her underbite. Ophelia reached in and pulled out two rolls of $2 bills, comprised of fifty bills each, along with a slip of parchment folded and sealed with a dot of blue wax. The intricate image of a snowflake had been pressed into it.

Ophelia beamed. Woody was gobsmacked. Adele was still in shock and beginning to attract flies. Cuddlebum was perturbed. No one was paying attention to him after all.

“This must be my lucky day,” Ophelia said as she finished dotting the “i” on her flourished signature. “Thank you very much, Mr. Woody, and…you,” she referred to Adele. “A pleasure to do business with you. Sort of. Oh! By the way,” Ophelia said, peering deeper into the drawer and pulling out the parchment, “it looks like you have a message.”

Adele’s eyebrows knit together, and she took the envelope. Indeed, it did have her name printed on it. She made no sound, save for the air that whistled in and out of her left nostril. Cracking the seal, she pulled a single sheet of paper from it and read the one-word note. At first, her face went ghastly white and then bloomed into a candy apple red, her anger solely focused on Ophelia.

*  *  *

Copper Lawson raced across the cobblestones of Droch Boulevard. He was only five foot four, which did not help to cover a large span of ground in a short time, nor did it help in the department of intimidation. Regardless, he was a good cop. There was no need to check his name twice on any list.

His barrel chest sucked in the cold air, along with three snowflakes, each entirely unlike the other. He was going to get her this time. It had taken him almost two years, but he had all the evidence he needed. Her wit could not, and would not, be able to help her disguise her guilt as the thief she so clearly was.

Copper’s eyes twinkled as they anticipated how the inevitable victory would play out. He could hear that satisfying click of the handcuffs, the clank of the jail cell door closing behind her, and the hopefully grotesque mug shot—one of her in mid blink.

He looked over his shoulder to make sure that officers Marcus and Douglas were still with him. He puzzled why he even needed back up, but the chief was adamant. Oh well, he consoled himself. They’re rookies. It’s like I’m practically doing this by myself, anyway.

The ball of his black dress shoe hit some black ice conspicuously hidden where the curb rose up to connect with the sidewalk. His expression faltered for one point two seconds, images of sweet triumph momentarily flashing to those of him spread eagle and skidding to a stop with a mouthful of snow and rock salt.

As he skated across the sidewalk, the slush washed over the tops of his shoes, depositing itself into the cuffs of his pants. In a flash, he recovered his balance, and his hand clasped the doorknob of the Deal and Steal. With a flourish of his wrist, he swung the door open. Copper slid across the gritty planked floor coming to a stop six inches past the threshold. The wind blew at his open trench coat, making it ripple like a superhero’s cape. Officers Marcus and Douglas soon followed, stepping into the Deal and Steal and flanking Copper on either side. A silent sigh of relief escaped past his lips. He had saved face and looked pretty damn good doing it.

Adele and Woody’s eyes grew wider than before at the unexpected entrance. Ophelia and Cuddlebum could not be bothered to register a reaction.

Copper was out of breath now. His lungs burned as they acclimated themselves to the warmer air inside the pawn shop. He raised an index finger to point to the woman who had given him so much trouble until he remembered he was wearing mittens…with little reindeer crocheted into them, a gift made by his hopefully soon-to-be fiancée.

In a flash, the jolly reindeers flew out of sight and deep into his right-side pocket. “You—you are under arrest!”
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      That took longer than anticipated, thought Ophelia as she walked away from the Deal and Steal Pawn Shop. She relished the image of Adele, mouth still agape, as she was being carted out while a very confused Woody Hinklehimeriner, Cuddlebum cradled in his arms, and a very priggish Ophelia looked on. Adele squawked and screeched about the handcuffs pinching her wrists, how she could not begin to fathom what was going on, and of her innocence in this whole mess. Two truths and a lie.

The lie being Adele’s innocence. With the help of a silent partner, who was not Woody Hinklehimeriner, Adele had been pilfering valuable objects from some of the elderly citizens of Nollag, the Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland and the cat-lamp among them. When enough time had passed or the owner had moved on in one way or another, the object would somehow appear on the Deal and Steal’s shelves or in one of its display cases. Adele would have continued to get away with it had her silent partner not begun to sing last year like a ruffled Grey Partridge. Woody remained a sort of confused Horseman Thief Pouter in all of this, slightly bug-eyed and tilting his head from side to side, unable to believe that his boss was capable of purloining others’ possessions.

Ophelia glanced at the town hall clock as she quickly swaggered onto Jazzed Avenue, noting the time to be 11:34 a.m. She knew that Delaney would be most displeased with her, but whatever would be would be just that. She had performed a civil duty. One which no one would know about as most of her good deeds went unbeknownst to others. Ophelia may be considered overly confident, even slightly smug, but she was no braggart.

Beatrice Clark’s Caffeine and Bean Coffee Café was across the street, a mere ten feet away. Almost there, she reassured herself.

A little wisp of a woman was power walking towards Ophelia. Her pristine white gym shoes outshone the snow that crunched beneath their soles. Her hair was in loose curls of a pale yellow. She was decked out in a cranberry jogging suit with the word “DUPA” stitched and bedazzled in large baby pink letters across the backside of her pants.

She was hard to miss. She was Mrs. Fulgencia Wick, a prominent figure in the community as one of the three founders of Nollag’s thriving business association. There was also Mrs. Vitla Slaughter who opened a butcher shop and later expanded her business into a full-fledged grocery store complete with farmer’s market from May to October. Mrs. Forina Baker was the owner of Salty N. Sweets: Sweets and Baked Goods before she turned the business over to her daughter, Cookie, upon her retirement. Mrs. Wick opened and still operated a successful taxidermy shop on the east side of the city and tried her hand at writing bestselling octogenarian erotica novels. Such titles included Past Visiting Hours, That’s Not Rigor Mortis, and The Breath of Life.

Ophelia had played muse to Mrs. Wick nineteen years ago, back when Ophelia was Jucinda Jorgenson. Since her foresight had left her after helping Delaney last year, Ophelia could not read the futures of new prospects. However, she couldn’t help but wonder if she could see into the fates of past clients. Doubtful, she said to herself pessimistically.

She stared intently at the powerwalking elderly woman, who had caught sight of her and was now excitedly waving to her in salutation. An abrupt, and somewhat unexpected, thought jumped into Ophelia’s head like an attention starved Kindergartener. The thought was an image of something that had not yet happened but could: a flash of yellow hair and a floating rectangular sheet of ice. She stopped in her tracks, placing a hand in the air as if to ask time to hold on for a minute, which Mrs. Wick took as a subdued hello.

The flashes of what could be did not used to knock her for a loop. I was pretty sure these weren’t going to happen anymore, she puzzled.

Apparently, unbeknownst to Ophelia, she had one more task to complete.

Her premonition told her that she had a brief meeting only eight feet away from the café in front of Auntie Pasta’s Negozio di Specialitá Italiane. Don’t worry, though. She reviewed the now fleeting portent. It’ll happen forty-eight seconds after 11:35, or in approximately one minute and twenty-eight seconds…I hope, she added, her intuition, after all, not being what it used to be.

“Well, hello, young lady,” the pint-sized woman greeted Ophelia.

“Hello, Mrs. Wick.”

Ophelia was met with a wagging index finger, not two centimeters from the tip of her nose. “Call me Gen. Mrs. Wick was my mother-in-law.” Her tone was sour.

“So sorry, Gen, and why do we not speak of Mrs. Wick?”

“Because she was the devil!” Mrs. Wick piped up, before muttering under her breath, “May God rest her soul.” Clearing her throat, she continued, “Why bring down the holiday festivities with such a solemn topic? How are you, my dear? How is Gregory?”

“Wouldn’t know, Gen. We haven’t been together for almost three years.” Ophelia wished people would drop the topic of her and Gregory McGregor, but when one would let it go, another was around the corner stooping down to pick it up once again. Clearly the Nollag gossip mill was not churning out any new juicy stories, but instead had come to a grinding halt, been shut down, and was condemned. “How about yourself?” Ophelia interjected before Mrs. Wick could reminisce about how perfectly the two of them complemented each other.

“Oh, the usual, dear. I just finished a kick boxing class over at the Senior Center.” She motioned Ophelia to lean in, all the while pursing her lips to suppress a toothy grin from spreading across her face. In a low voice, she shared, “The pole dancing class was canceled.” She attempted a demure giggle that progressed into a loud cackle.

Ophelia knew Mrs. Wick was looking for a very specific reaction and was more than happy to oblige to register a surprised expression on her face.

“All the girls ask about you and Gregory.” Mrs. Wick still had an ironclad grip on the failed relationship.

“Mm,” Ophelia hummed politely in response, her smile only faltered but once. “Uh, do you have the time?”

“Yes, dear.” Mrs. Wick looked at her watch. “It’s 11:35.”

Ophelia’s eyes widened. “Oh! Mrs. Wi—Gen, I would love to chat a little more, but I am incredibly late to meet my sister for coffee. I hope you don’t think me rude.” She wore worry across her brow.

“No, no, not at all. I best be going now, too.” She studied her watch, which was also a heart monitor. “My heart rate is dropping, and I still have another two point three miles to finish. Then I need to get the feast a rollin’.” She smiled. “Cuthbert cannot be trusted in the kitchen. He couldn’t stuff or truss a turkey to save his life. In fact,” she recalled, “it nearly killed him fifteen years ago, ironically enough. Take care, dear. It was nice to catch up with you. Merry Christmas.”

Forty-one seconds after 11:35 a.m., Mrs. Wick turned to cross the street right at the moment when a parcel truck passed by striking a deep pothole in the road, causing it to shudder and groan on top of its suspension.

“Gen,” Ophelia said a little too loudly as she grabbed her arm to stop her. “Before I forget, I had a question.”

Right on the forty-eighth second, the sound of silk flying off a smooth surface zipped through the cold air, shortly followed by the sound of shattering porcelain. Before Ophelia and Mrs. Wick lay what used to be a six foot by four foot sheet of ice, three quarters of an inch thick.

“Gracious,” Mrs. Wick said in exasperation, accompanied by a mixture of holy names and expletives. “One more second….” She blinked her eyes three times to clear away the unpleasant picture her imagination was compositing. “Sorry, you had a question?”

Ophelia pulled her gaze from the shards of ice. She seemed to have lost her cool expression, it now replaced by a more confounded look. Her mind willed her to table the shock of the premonition and incident to actually ask her query. “I wanted to know if your husband had received the gold wrapping paper I requested. He was out of it last week.” Mr. Wick ran the Cockles of My Heart Greeting Card and Candle Cache.

“He may now, dear. Shipments do come in on Thursdays.”

“Fantastic!” she sang gleefully. “A Christmas miracle!” Ophelia stepped off the sidewalk to cross to Beatrice Clark’s Caffeine and Bean Coffee Café.

“You’re telling me,” Mrs. Wick responded with a deep, “Phew!”

“Oh, and, Gen,” Ophelia said, spinning around in the middle of the street, “Merry Christmas to you, too.”

Mrs. Wick waved and decided it more prudent to stay on her current side of the street; that and the rest of her walk could wait. After all, she had a turkey to stuff and truss and a husband that needed a kiss. The kind of kiss one would find in her latest work, A Night to Try and Remember: Passion So Intense, Not Even Senility Could Make Them Forget.

Ophelia puckered her mouth to the left side of her face, something she did whenever she was deeply puzzled. Way too close, she chastised herself, ruminating over having asked her question at just the right time before Mrs. Wick’s near-death experience, and wishing she had had more time to prepare. Still, the fact that I had one has got to be a good sign, right?

Not wanting to get her hopes up, she tempered her fresh excitement with well-aged lamentations over that night, one year ago, that changed everything between her and Delaney, to the event that threw everything out of whack. The night she ruined a Christmas party, an engagement, and may have even weaponized a fruitcake. She had no one to blame but herself. Regardless, she would not have changed a thing. It was for the best. It still is, she reminded herself, thinking of her sister.
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      Delaney O’Leary was glad she had ordered the chamomile tea, checking the time with every sip she took. The second hand made another lap to make it exactly four minutes past her and Ophelia’s agreed time to meet at Beatrice Clark’s Caffeine and Bean Coffee Café.

I don’t know if I have the patience of a saint or if it’s the tea, she thought. I should be furious. But she knew that there was not a tea in the world strong enough to sedate her now-winded patience that had been pacing back and forth, wearing thin the strands of thought that concerned Ophelia.

Delaney was lying to herself. She was furious. While four minutes was usually nothing to get worked up over, this was not the first, nor thirty-first, time Ophelia would arrive fashionably late. It did not matter that Ophelia always did come; all the waiting added up to approximately two hundred thirty-six hours and forty-two minutes over the past decade. She was mindful to omit her usual fifteen-minute early arrival to order her drink, get herself settled, and allow her beverage to cool, knowing it wasn’t fair to count this time against her sister. Plus, being the first to any meeting or appointment always made her feel slightly superior.

Looking out the window, Delaney could see her sister sashaying onto Jazzed Avenue and then stopping to chat with Mrs. Wick. With a huff, Delaney picked up her tea in the turquoise cup
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      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or

      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the

      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.



      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity

      exercising permissions granted by this License.



      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,

      including but not limited to software source code, documentation

      source, and configuration files.



      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical

      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but

      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,

      and conversions to other media types.



      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or

      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a

      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work

      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).



      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object

      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the

      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications

      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes

      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain

      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,

      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.



      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including

      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions

      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally

      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner

      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of

      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"

      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent

      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to

      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,

      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the

      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but

      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise

      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."



      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity

      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and

      subsequently incorporated within the Work.



   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of

      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,

      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable

      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,

      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the

      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.



   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of

      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,

      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable

      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,

      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,

      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable

      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their

      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)

      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You

      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a

      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work

      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct

      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses

      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate

      as of the date such litigation is filed.



   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the

      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without

      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You

      meet the following conditions:



      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or

          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and



      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices

          stating that You changed the files; and



      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works

          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and

          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,

          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of

          the Derivative Works; and



      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its

          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must

          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained

          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not

          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one

          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed

          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or

          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,

          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and

          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents

          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and

          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution

          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside

          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided

          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed

          as modifying the License.



      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and

      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions

      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or

      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,

      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with

      the conditions stated in this License.



   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,

      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work

      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of

      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.

      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify

      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed

      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.



   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade

      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,

      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the

      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.



   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or

      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each

      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,

      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or

      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions

      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A

      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the

      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any

      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.



   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,

      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,

      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly

      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be

      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,

      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a

      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the

      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,

      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all

      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor

      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.



   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing

      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,

      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,

      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this

      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only

      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf

      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,

      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability

      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason

      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.



   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS



   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.



      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following

      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"

      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include

      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate

      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a

      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the

      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier

      identification within third-party archives.



   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]



   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");

   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.

   You may obtain a copy of the License at



       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0



   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software

   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,

   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.

   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and

   limitations under the License.
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PREAMBLE

The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide

development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation

efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and

open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership

with others.



The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and

redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The

fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 

redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved

names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,

however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The

requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply

to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.



DEFINITIONS

"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright

Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may

include source files, build scripts and documentation.



"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the

copyright statement(s).



"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as

distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).



"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,

or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the

Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a

new environment.



"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical

writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.



PERMISSION & CONDITIONS

Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining

a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,

redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font

Software, subject to the following conditions:



1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,

in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.



2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,

redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy

contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be

included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or

in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or

binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.



3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font

Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding

Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as

presented to the users.



4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font

Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any

Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the

Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written

permission.



5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,

must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be

distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to

remain under this license does not apply to any document created

using the Font Software.



TERMINATION

This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are

not met.



DISCLAIMER

THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,

EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF

MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT

OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE

COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,

INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL

DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING

FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM

OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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PREAMBLE

The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide

development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation

efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and

open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership

with others.



The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and

redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The

fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 

redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved

names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,

however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The

requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply

to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.



DEFINITIONS

"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright

Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may

include source files, build scripts and documentation.



"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the

copyright statement(s).



"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as

distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).



"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,

or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the

Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a

new environment.



"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical

writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.



PERMISSION & CONDITIONS

Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining

a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,

redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font

Software, subject to the following conditions:



1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,

in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.



2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,

redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy

contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be

included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or

in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or

binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.



3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font

Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding

Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as

presented to the users.



4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font

Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any

Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the

Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written

permission.



5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,

must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be

distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to

remain under this license does not apply to any document created

using the Font Software.



TERMINATION

This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are

not met.



DISCLAIMER

THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,

EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF

MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT

OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE

COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,

INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL

DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING

FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM

OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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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.




