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      My grandmother had a never-fail solution when it came to catching ghosts: brew some coffee. We always served twelve cups: three black, three with sugar, three with cream, and three extra sweet and extra light. Because my grandmother always said, “Even ghosts have a preference.”

      Until they don’t.

      Or rather, they have so many that I’m not sure I can keep track. Our never-fail solution is failing—rapidly.

      The aromatic scent of Kona blend fills the lobby of K&M Ghost Eradication Specialists. It mixes with the heady perfume of lilacs floating in a crystal bowl on the coffee table. Someone—possibly my business partner, Malcolm Armand—has scattered fashion magazines across the table’s scratched surface. Usually, our customers don’t visit us. When they do? They’re not looking to update their style.

      Instead, we go to them. After all, we are K&M Ghost Eradication Specialists, and even the friendliest sprite needs encouragement to vacate the premises.

      Right now, two dozen of those sprites, each in a tiny Tupperware container, are bouncing around the lobby with gentle thump, thump, thumps. They’re everywhere—underfoot, under the coffee table, and under the velvet in our storefront display.

      I snag a container and bring it to eye level. The sprite inside dances—as much as the small space will allow. I try to gauge its intentions, its personality. Sprites don’t have much of either, but they love attention, which is why you’ll find them playing pranks at three in the morning.

      This one swirls under my scrutiny and adds a flourish—definitely an attention seeker. I shift my grip and search for something more, something familiar. I run my fingers around the seam of the lid, hoping for a clue.

      Nothing, not even a whisper. I’ve never caught this one before.

      Still, it’s sweet and not much of a threat. I hand the Tupperware to Tara Davenport, our pre-teen summer intern. “What do you think? Gold star?”

      Since the ghosts can’t—or won’t—stay in any one place, we’ve been using star stickers to keep track of the ones we’ve cataloged. Gold for good, silver for iffy, and red for an all-out troublemaker.

      Tara nods, the beads in her hair jangling in a way that sets off the sprites around her. The beads are translucent, almost like little ghosts at the tip of each braid. I’m guessing the sprites approve of this fashion choice.

      “Yes,” she says and pulls a sticker from a sheet. With the utmost care, she places it on the side of the container. The sprite inside does a backflip.

      “Does it have a name?”

      Tara is only twelve. In some ways, she’s more attuned to the supernatural than even the most experienced necromancer. The sprites see her as a compatriot, one of them, more so than all the adults trying to catch and catalog them.

      “Unicorn.” She rolls her eyes and bites her lip. “It says its name is Unicorn.”

      Laughter comes from the laptop on the receptionist’s desk. Malcolm and I have never had a receptionist—or much for them to do. Still, we have a desk, and today it’s coming in handy.

      On the laptop’s screen, Malcolm’s brother Nigel Armand taps away at his own keyboard. “Unicorn number nineteen, now logged.”

      I shut my eyes and sigh. I’d bet my stash of one hundred percent Kona that not one of these sprites is actually named Unicorn.

      Nigel laughs again, and even Tara giggles.

      “Not to worry,” he says. “I’ve got other key identifiers for them.”

      I nod like I know what that means. Nigel is revamping our database. Since all these new ghosts came to town, we’ve struggled to keep track of them. This database will, in theory, help us catch them in the future. Nigel claims he can create a mobile app for our phones. Enter a few details, and up pops a ghostly candidate.

      In theory.

      Right now? We have a lobby full of sprites and not much else, which is why it’s good he’s working from home. Even though his addiction to swallowing ghosts is under control, there’s no sense tempting him with an all-you-can-eat buffet.

      On the screen, I catch sight of his grin and the shock of pure white hair, a legacy of his addiction.

      “How does it take its coffee?” Nigel asks Tara.

      She turns the container in her hands and tilts her head. The ghostly beads sing out a happy tune.

      “Black with extra sugar.” She pauses and raises her chin like she’s tasting the air. “But it has to be organic raw sugar.”

      Of course it does.

      If my grandmother caught ghosts with the equivalent of 1950s diner coffee (but excellent diner coffee, mind you), then we’re now catching them with the equivalent of a Starbucks. Almond and soy milk. Flavored syrups. Cinnamon Dolce sprinkles. You name it, these ghosts want it.

      Our business might be booming, but I’m out of my depth with these new ghosts.

      I push aside the fashion magazines to clear a space where I can sit on the coffee table. Technically, they’re not so much fashion magazines as wedding ones. They have names like Bridal Best Bet and Your Dream Day. There’s even a Martha Stewart Weddings lurking somewhere in the stack.

      I rub my hand, or more accurately, my left ring finger. The engagement ring Malcolm gave me sits there, the sensation still strange and wonderful even after all these months. The moonstone glimmers like the otherworldly. Sometimes I swear it glows in the dark. I love my ring. I love Malcolm. Technically, I’ve said yes. I cast a glance at the magazines.

      Just not to the dress.

      Sunlight glints on the bay windows of our storefront. The gold lettering of K&M Ghost Eradication Specialists sparkles. Somewhere out there, Malcolm is biking up and down the side streets of Springside, uncapping thermos after thermos of coffee in an attempt to lure and catch more sprites so we can catalog them.

      He’s been gone for hours. We’re nearing the end of the last batch he caught, and he must be exhausted. I’m almost hoping he returns empty-handed. We’ll call it quits, go get breakfast for dinner at Springside Pancake House, and ignore our pesky ghost problem for an evening.

      I rub the ring on my finger one more time. Yes. We deserve that.

      What I see instead is Malcolm careening down the center of Main Street. He’s pumping his legs so hard that his feet slip from the bike’s pedals. He swerves, the bike crashing into his cherry-red convertible before he bumps up and over the curb.

      He doesn’t stop, not to check for scratches or when six precision-made German thermoses scatter in his wake.

      I jump up. My hand gropes for some Tupperware. Maybe today’s brew lured something more dangerous than a sprite. My fingers meet nothing but wedding magazines.

      Tara tosses me a large container the moment the bell jangles over the door. Malcolm bursts inside, breath ragged, face flushed with exertion. He stumbles forward and crash-lands in the center of our sprite collection. Tiny containers skitter across the floor.

      “Get it.” His chest heaves with the words. “Get ... it.”

      Frantic, I glance around, my gaze keen. I’m expecting something fierce and unflinching—the sort of ghost that crawls inside your head and destroys dreams.

      Instead, before the door closes, a nearly insubstantial sprite slips inside.
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        * * *

      

      I’ve been chasing and catching ghosts since I was five. Sometimes, I think the sprites are the hardest to capture. They’re small and slight, often barely there. Some people have sprites for years without realizing it. Some people don’t mind, which is just as well, since once you have sprites, they’re almost impossible to get rid of. Kind of like bedbugs.

      Honestly? I’d rather have the sprites.

      This particular sprite pings around the office, ricocheting off the front bay windows and arrowing straight into the conference room. It whirls around the space, gathering up steam, until, at last, it targets the coffee table.

      The sprite plows through the stash of wedding magazines. One flies through the air and smacks me in the face. When the magazine lands on the floor, the spread inside urges me to Go Vintage!

      Tara leaps into the air, Tupperware container clutched in her hands. She misses. Because this sprite?

      This sprite does not want to be caught.

      Malcolm is still prone on the floor, chest heaving. After each circuit of the room, the sprite dive-bombs and cuffs him on the back of the head.

      “Ow.” The word is barely a protest, and it takes all his effort to raise a hand to shoo the sprite away.

      Nigel is shouting something that sounds a lot like, “Catch it!”

      Like we’re not trying. Well, Malcolm isn’t. So maybe Nigel has a point.

      The sprite whips around the room. For something so insubstantial, it’s powerful enough to shake the walls. The other sprites in their containers are oddly quiet, a respectful sort of silence that has me wondering what this crazed thing is up to. It buzzes in tighter and tighter circles. Its target? Me. Even Tara must feel it, since she cries out.

      “Katy, look out!”

      A second later, the sprite smashes into my chest.

      I land hard on the floor, the fall jolting my tailbone and sending a spike of pain up my spine. The sprite spins in front of me. This is no happy dance. Its moves are frantic, uncoordinated, and agitation flows off it and through me.

      With that agitation comes a spark of recognition.

      I know this one.

      This is a Springside sprite.

      Or rather, it’s a sprite from before all these new ghosts came to town, before everything happened with Orson Yates, before I captured a powerful entity, before Malcolm conspired with all the ghosts of Springside to bring me back to this plane.

      “Malcolm?” I’m so breathless that his name is little more than air.

      He cranes his neck to peer at me.

      “This is a Springside sprite.” I hold up my hands, and the sprite swirls between my palms, still agitated but more content. “From before.”

      Nigel falls silent—at last—and Malcolm pushes to his knees. He reaches a tentative hand toward mine.

      He’s close enough now that the heat of his skin washes over me. The barest hint of his nutmeg and Ivory soap scent fills the pocket between us. It’s warm and reassuring, and some of the tension leaves my shoulders.

      “I’ve caught you before,” I say to the mist between my palms.

      “So have I,” Malcolm says.

      “Where do you think it came from?”

      True, Malcolm did gather up every ghost in Springside last September, but that doesn’t mean he found every last Springside ghost.

      My question perturbs the sprite. It starts up again, pinging from me to Malcolm and back again. Clearly frustrated, it zooms across the room and knocks over Tara.

      She sits for a minute, the sprite buzzing around her head. “Oh!” Her eyes brighten, and she nods. “Yes, I’ll tell them.”

      The sprite careens off, but it shows no intention of leaving, so I don’t chase it.

      “It’s been locked up,” Tara tells us. “It escaped, but there are other Springside ghosts that also want to leave but can’t.”

      “Who locked them up?” Malcolm asks.

      She tips her head, left ear in the direction of the sprite. “A necromancer.”

      Well, obviously. We could probably run through a list of names, but at this point, I’m not sure that would help.

      “Where?” I ask instead.

      Tara considers the air for a moment. “A mall.”

      Springside doesn’t have a mall. I glance toward the reception desk and the laptop sitting there.

      “I’m on it,” Nigel says. “Malls in what? Thirty-mile radius? Fifty?”

      “Let’s start small.” I peer out the front bay window. Sunshine glints on the silver thermoses scattered in the gutter and along the sidewalk. “Maybe we can offer it some coffee?”

      With my words, the contained sprites start thumping and bouncing about the room. The Springside sprite whirls about Tara’s head.

      “Okay.” I lean down and offer Malcolm a hand. “Maybe everyone can have some coffee.”
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        * * *

      

      Despite the promise of coffee, it takes longer than I think it should to chase and corral all the sprites. Their containers slip from our grip, bounce beneath the reception desk, and invade the storefront display.

      At last, we gather everyone in the conference room. I head for our newly remodeled kitchenette. The appliances gleam, everything silver, black, or red. The design itself is retro. In the place of honor, next to the filtered water, sits one of my grandmother’s percolators.

      We have a samovar, too, of course. The cupboards overflow with spices for Malcolm’s tea. There’s saffron and cardamom, concoctions that soothe, and others that bite. While Malcolm fills the percolator with water, I pull out the one hundred percent Kona.

      Behind me, a cheer goes up. Tiny Tupperware containers clatter across the conference room table—someone’s old dining room table. It’s ancient but serviceable, just like my grandmother’s truck. Our new kitchenette is efficient, and I love the way everything gleams.

      Even so? It can be hard to let go of some things.

      “Are you kidding me?” Nigel’s voice comes from the laptop’s speakers. He has a full view of what’s going on. His tone is measured, as always, but his words are thick with chagrin. “I knew I should’ve come in today.”

      Well, no, he shouldn’t have. Not with a conference room full of twenty-five sprites.

      “I’ll save you a thermos,” I say.

      As if on cue, Tara stumbles in, arms wrapped around six thermoses. They clang against each other when she dumps them into the stainless steel sink.

      “Do you want me to scrub them out now?” She’s ready to, bottle brush and soap in hand.

      “Just one,” I say. “So I can bring Nigel some coffee. Leave the rest for tomorrow.”

      She grins and gets to work.

      Something about those words sounds so grown-up. Even now, I’m wary about all this good fortune—Malcolm as my partner and fiancé, K&M Ghost Eradication Specialists in the black, with enough to spare for remodeling and sponsoring Tara’s Girl Scout troop. Sometimes I feel like I should close my eyes, hold my breath, and make a wish—all so I can keep things the way they are, right now.

      I don’t want to examine all of this too closely, jinx any of it, so I turn back to the percolator and do what I do best:

      Brew a pot of coffee.
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      It doesn’t take long to discover the lone sprite’s preferred brew. Since it’s a sprite, I start with extra sweet and extra light. I end there as well.

      The thing lazes in the steam rising from the cup. The other sprites surround it as if they’re curious and a bit perplexed about this choice. Then they, too, insist on their own cups.

      “Power of suggestion?” Malcolm says.

      “Maybe.” I’m certain they’ll go back to demanding coconut milk and vanilla syrup the next time we catch them. Sprites don’t have much of an attention span.

      The conference room settles into a post-coffee stupor. Everyone—ghost and human—has had their fill. Tara has gone home for the day. From the laptop comes the warm clatter of Sadie and Nigel cooking dinner. He’s on call, but I don’t think we’ll need him. We have the list of malls, and we have this sprite. I’m not sure we’ll need anything else.

      But the list is endless.

      Nigel included not only the high-end malls in the area, but also strip malls and outlet centers. This could take a while.

      “Do you think it would let you go all necromancer on it?” I say to Malcolm. I hate to ask, but I still don’t like doing that. On my own, I can generally gauge intentions, feelings, and desires, but we need something more specific if we’re going to find this mall.

      Malcolm holds out a hand, and the sprite slips from the coffee’s steam and into his palm. “I can try.”

      I watch, fascinated by this. Although, truthfully, I’m fascinated by everything Malcolm does. He cups the sprite in his hands and holds it close to his lips. Then he shuts his eyes. His lashes are long and dark against his cheekbones, his mouth is slightly parted and soft. It takes every last bit of my willpower not to lean over and kiss him.

      I resist. Besides, I’d only end up with a mouthful of sprite.

      A minute passes, and then another. I bite my lip, waiting to hear what this ghost might tell Malcolm. The silence stretches until, at last, he exhales the sprite and slumps back in his chair. The sprite swirls around its cup, agitated again. I hop up and pour it a new one.

      “Anything?” I ask.

      He shakes his head as if to clear it of ghostly cobwebs. “It’s weird. I kept getting flashes of things that don’t make sense. Radio Shack and big hair.” He holds his hands above his head.

      “Radio Shack?”

      “And big hair and grunge. It’s like this sprite traveled back in time. Plus?” Now he laughs, the sound warm and soft. “I have the strangest urge for an Orange Julius.”

      The notion makes me laugh as well. As slim as these details are, they point to a mall, maybe an older one. It’s something to go on, at least.

      “Well?” I say, a notion forming in my head. “Why don’t we?”

      Malcolm has the uncanny ability to take the barest hints of my thoughts and turn them into action. He leans forward and shouts into the laptop’s microphone.

      “Hey, bro. Katy and I are heading out on a field trip.”

      The pounding of footfalls follows this declaration. All at once, Nigel’s face looms, filling up the entire screen, his expression panicked. “The one hundred percent Kona?”

      I hold a thermos between my palms. “We’ll drop this off on our way out of town.”
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        * * *

      

      We’ve been driving for hours. At each mall’s entrance, I lift the sprite in its Tupperware container and let it look around. The moment it starts to sink, we move on. We don’t even bother with some places. True, the Mall of America has an Orange Julius, but it’s far too bustling and busy to be a good candidate.

      Part of me suspects we’re being led on a wild goose—or ghost—chase.

      But it’s early June in Minnesota. After a long and icy winter, the explosion of green and the warm air that washes over us, filled with the perfume of both lilacs and barbeques, are worth the miles we’re putting on Malcolm’s convertible.

      At the moment, we’re sitting in a strip mall parking lot, in front of a Chinese takeout place. Between us is an extra-large portion of dumplings. I hold the container steady while Malcolm alternately spears a dumpling and checks the list of malls that Nigel compiled.

      My gaze drifts over the storefronts. In addition to the restaurant, there’s a consignment shop, a shoe-repair store, and a karate studio. Also? One, two... five security cameras.

      “If you were going to hide some ghosts in a mall,” he says, “what kind of mall would it be?”

      “An empty one.”

      I speak the words without thinking, but the moment I do, something strikes me. I shift in my seat and look at Malcolm. “If you were a necromancer with ghosts to hide, would you want to leave behind any evidence?”

      Ghosts don’t show up on film, but necromancers certainly do. I point to the security cameras. “Wouldn’t you want to avoid those?”

      He drops his fork. “You’re brilliant.”

      Well, not really. If I were, I would’ve thought of that before we burned through half a tank of gas. “How do we find an empty mall?”

      “It can’t be too hard. A couple of guys in my frat house would go to places around the Twin Cities that were abandoned,” he says, “just to see what was inside. You know, urban exploring.”

      “Is that legal?”

      He shrugs. “Not always.”

      “Did you ever go with them?”

      “Once,” he admits. “They thought they sensed something, so they came back and got me.”

      “Was it a ghost?”

      “Probably.” He shifts again and spears another dumpling. “By the time we returned, it was gone. But there were remnants of a containment field and a ward. I didn’t recognize the signature. The whole place was creepy, though, so it was just as well.”

      His story reminds me of the warehouse filled with Springside ghosts. That had been abandoned, too. The rooms were surrounded by containment fields and wards, all to trap the ghosts inside.

      “So, this is something necromancers do?” I say. “Find abandoned places and store ghosts there?”

      “Most necromancers like to keep their ghosts close. If you don’t have them, you can’t use them, right? But—” Here, he breaks off, considers the dumpling on his fork, and then sets it down. “There’s another school of thought. About keeping ghosts in reserve, secret stashes, and all that. If you’re on the run, you would always have access to some ghosts.”

      “Is that something the Midwest Necromancer Association might do?”

      “It is.”

      “Orson Yates?”

      “Him, too, especially.”

      No one—that we know of—has seen or heard from Orson since he faced retribution at the hands of the Midwest Necromancer Association last fall. Technically, he’s no longer a necromancer. Technically, that means he’s no longer a problem.

      Most days, I believe that.

      “You don’t suppose these guys have been locked up since last year, do you?” I raise the sprite in its container to eye level. It bounces up and down, but that’s only because I’m giving it my full attention.

      “It’s entirely possible. With a small enough space, a powerful necromancer could construct a containment field that could last for months, even a year.”

      “So,” I say now, stabbing a dumpling of my own. “How do we find this empty mall?”
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        * * *

      

      Within minutes, we’re ready to go, a much shorter list of malls on my phone, and only one dumpling left in the takeout container.

      I hold up my phone so Malcolm can see the screen. “The Cedar Hills Mall is only five miles from here.”

      He pops the last dumpling into his mouth and then swings us onto the interstate. We take the first exit for Cedar Hills, which leads to an industrial park rather than the downtown area.

      “I don’t think I’ve ever been out this way before.” He doesn’t glance from the road, but I get the sense he’s taking everything in. The woods and rolling hills that border the Minnesota River, its sandy banks, and how it twists and turns through this part of the state.

      “It’s a college town,” I say. “Every once in a while, we’d get a call for an eradication. The historic buildings in the city center sometimes attract ghosts, and the cemetery is supposedly haunted.”

      He eyes me briefly before turning his attention back to the road. “Is it?”

      Really? He has to ask? No matter what you’ve heard, ghosts rarely haunt cemeteries. Except for maybe sprites. And only then to play pranks.

      “There’s a memorial there, an angel carved in black stone. Legend has it if you touch it, you die within the year.”

      “A real tourist attraction.”

      “Actually? It is.”

      “Let me guess. Legend tripping?”

      I nod. “It gets a lot of traffic on Halloween, college kids, mainly.”

      “I imagine there are sprites on hand to help with that.”

      “You imagine right.”

      We’ve been chatting for so long that it’s only now that I notice the fields on either side of us. Row after row of young cornstalks, the green hopeful, the earth between each row black and rich. We’ve left the woods and the rolling landscape and Cedar Hills behind.

      Before I can touch his arm or say a word, Malcolm slows the convertible and pulls to the side of the road. Traffic is nonexistent. In the quiet, birds chirp, and a rustling comes from the field to our right.

      “We blew right by the industrial park,” he says. “I don’t even remember seeing a turnoff, do you?”

      I shake my head.

      “Did you see a sign for the mall?”

      Again, I go with a headshake.

      Malcolm swings the car around, and we head back toward Cedar Hills. I lean forward as if that will somehow help me spot the exit. We’re nearly into downtown when we realize that—once again—we’ve missed the turnoff.

      He pulls the convertible into a lot for a local park and shuts off the engine. The squeals and chatter of children playing fill the air. Laughter and splashing come from a swim area. Beyond that stretches the glimmering blue of a lake. The scent of toasted marshmallows floats in the air. The whole scene is serene and idyllic and plays counterpoint to the unease swirling in my stomach.

      “That was weird,” Malcolm says.

      It was. It really was. “There must be a turnoff. Should we ask someone? Get a map?” I hold up my phone. “GPS?”

      He surveys the crowd of parents and children. “Let’s try GPS. I’m going to feel really stupid asking for directions if we missed the turnoff because we weren’t paying attention.”

      I type in the address while he starts up the car. Since traffic is still nonexistent on the outskirts of town, we inch along at twenty miles per hour below the speed limit.

      “Here!” I cry out.

      “Katy, there’s nothing⁠—”

      “Here,” I say. “Pull over.”

      My phone insists our destination is six hundred feet ahead and on the right. The only thing that fills our view is a copse of trees.

      Malcolm turns the wheel, the convertible bumping onto the shoulder, the tires crunching gravel. Then, with the engine off, evening rushes in, all soft air and birdsong. The road is so very quiet that I’m finding it hard to believe anyone comes out this way.

      The grove of evergreens to our right is so lush that I expect pine to also lace the air. But I don’t smell anything but dust and the leftover tang of ginger and soy sauce. The needles glimmer in the early evening light. The arrangement of each tree is so perfect that it looks picture-postcard-ready, like something from a calendar or inspirational poster.

      In fact, I’m nearly certain I have seen this particular copse of trees somewhere before.

      And that’s weird.

      I step from the convertible and walk toward the pines.

      “Katy—”

      Malcolm’s voice is filled with worry and warning, but really, what’s there to be afraid of? I’m a few feet away, then a few inches, and still no scent of pine, and no telltale needles beneath my feet, either.

      I reach out a hand, expecting the needles to be smooth and sharp, perhaps a bit sticky with sap. My fingers pass all the way through, first the needles and then an entire branch.

      “They’re not real!” I spin to face Malcolm.

      “What?”

      “The trees. They’re not real!”

      To prove it, I jump straight through.
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      The moment I land on the other side, the illusion vanishes. The road beneath my feet is cracked, but it is a road. A few yards farther down, there’s a faded sign that reads Cedar Hills Mall.

      Malcolm’s standing opposite me now. Nothing blocks my view except a few slender saplings and some weeds. I can see his convertible, the highway, and the field on the other side—all of it perfectly clear.

      “Katy!” His voice and expression are panicked. He turns his head and shields his eyes, and it’s only then it dawns on me.

      He can’t see me.

      “Walk on through,” I call out, but I’m not sure he can hear me.

      Perhaps he can’t, or maybe he’s worried. Either way, he takes one step and then another, and then he’s with me on the other side, his eyes wide with amazement.

      “Wow,” he exhales.

      “I know.”

      For several seconds, we stand there, marveling at nothing but the saplings.

      “If we go back,” I say, pointing toward the highway, “do you think it will still be there?”

      “One way to find out.” He takes my hand, and together we head toward the highway.

      When we step into the illusion, the air shifts around us. Everything is cast in a greenish hue. Then the bright red of Malcolm’s convertible greets us. We turn around, and the pines are in place once again.

      “Is that a necromancer thing?” I ask.

      “I don’t know.” Malcolm is already pulling out his phone. “But I know someone who will.”

      Nigel picks up on the fifth ring.

      “Oh,” he says after we’ve walked him through and around the illusion. “It’s a visible ward.”

      “A what?” Malcolm says.

      “You know what a ward is, right, baby brother?”

      Next to me, Malcolm stifles a growl. “Explain visible ward.”

      “Necromancers use them when they want to hide something in plain sight. You won’t pick up a message or a signature with this sort of ward. Anonymity is the point of using one.”

      “It looks like it’s from a postcard,” I say, “or maybe one of those insurance calendars.”

      Nigel snorts. “No one ever claimed necromancers were imaginative. Show me again.”

      Dutifully, Malcolm holds up his cell phone and pans the copse of pines. Now that we know it isn’t real, all the oddities pop out at me. No birds land on the branches. No critters scurry beneath the limbs. No deer tracks. Even though the breeze is light, the trees hold themselves far, far too still.

      “Yep,” Nigel says at last. “It’s a visible ward. Something like this usually takes more than one necromancer, though, unless he⁠—”

      “Or she,” I say.

      “Or she is very powerful. Otherwise, it’s something siblings or couples do together. Malcolm and I could make one, assuming he was any good at wards.”

      Malcolm’s lips twitch into a smile, and he shrugs one shoulder.

      “Or you and Malcolm could,” Nigel says, “since you work closely together, and again assuming⁠—”

      “Yeah, yeah. We all know I’m lousy at wards.”

      “It’s an advanced trick,” Nigel continues, “but once you have one established, the upkeep is easier than a regular ward.”

      “How does it work?” I ask. With regular wards, you need to own—or at least claim—the property you’re protecting. “Do you need an anchor?”

      “Since you’re hiding something rather than claiming it, no.”

      “And the visible part? Do you find a picture and channel it or something?”

      “Yes, that part is like placing a regular ward. The picture they used fits the landscape well enough that you wouldn’t even notice anything strange unless you look closely. Whoever made this probably does a drive-by now and then to reinforce it, but really, this type of ward can last for years.”

      “And it could keep the curious away from your stash of ghosts,” I say.

      “Indeed it could.”

      It’s impossible to hide my smile, so I don’t even try. I cast Malcolm a sidelong glance. “Should we go get some ghosts?”

      “I think we should.” Malcolm ends the call with Nigel and pockets his phone. “I really think we should.”
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        * * *

      

      The road to the main entrance is both quiet and disquieting. All the everyday things you expect at a mall—cars, people, strollers, and carts—are missing. Over the years, the yellow lines in the parking lot have faded, so they’re barely there—ghosts lines more than anything. Weeds fill the cracks in the asphalt, and a few trees have pushed up and out of the cement sidewalk surrounding the building’s four wings.

      Above us, the sign remains, tarnished gilt letters proclaiming:

      
        
        Cedar Hills Mall

        A Dream Come True

      

      

      More like where dreams go to die. Nothing about this space reassures me—nothing except the sprite’s excitement as we pull up to the main entrance. It bounces inside its container as if it’s urging Malcolm to drive faster. He pulls the convertible into a regular parking space and then sits there with his hands on the wheel.

      “I could actually park anywhere.” He casts me a look, his expression bemused. “Right?”

      “You could, but⁠—”

      “It just feels weird.”

      It does, in more ways than one.

      We step from the convertible and inspect the entryway doors from several feet away. We’re far enough from the interstate that the sound of traffic doesn’t reach us. I expect to hear something, at least. Evening birdsong. The buzz of insects. I scrape my foot against the cement just to break the silence that has fallen over us.

      “This is kind of creepy,” Malcolm murmurs.

      He holds up a hand, and I know he wants me to wait while he inspects the front doors. I don’t, of course. I won’t let him step a millimeter closer without me at his side. He knows this as well, which is why he gives me a rueful grin when we reach the doors.

      The sun glints on the glass, its touch against the back of my neck comforting—to a point. I clutch the container with one hand, the sprite ricocheting inside, and shield my eyes with the other and peer into the mall.

      Shadows stretch the length of the hallway. Lumps that might be benches bisect its center. I think I see a planter and a tree, an artificial one, since it’s sprouting leaves.

      Malcolm shakes the doors. The chain that’s looped through the handles rattles against the glass. The doors creak open, and the chain swings. From one end hangs a padlock by its shackle. The lock itself?

      Not engaged.

      “Oh, this is really creepy.” Malcolm’s words are so soft that I feel them against my cheek more than hear them. “Like horror-movie creepy.”

      We both take several steps back, putting space between us and the front doors.

      “Do you detect anything? A regular ward, maybe?” I say, although I have no idea how you’d place one of those around an entire mall.

      He holds out a hand, fingers skimming the air above the ground and then tracing a pattern around the door. “No, nothing. It’s a mall, right? It’s not like a single person owns this place.”

      “We have a ward on our business, but we don’t own the property.”

      “But we own the right to use it. That’s the difference. A necromancer couldn’t claim this entire space as his⁠—”

      “Or hers.”

      He shoots me a grin. “Or hers. It wouldn’t work.” Malcolm surveys the doors again and then the parking lot behind us. “But you might hide ghosts here and use a visible ward so other necromancers don’t stumble across them.”

      That doesn’t explain why this place is so creepy. But yes, that’s the most logical explanation for the sprite’s incessant pinging inside the Tupperware.

      Malcolm turns, studies the empty parking lot again, and the slant of the sun. “I’m not sure we should go in tonight.” He nods toward the west. “There’s not a lot of daylight left.”

      It’s June, so the days stretch long. The sun won’t set for a few more hours. Still, the light has that early evening quality to it and will slip away completely before we know it. I’m about to agree. The most sensible thing is to come back in the morning better prepared. Before I can suggest this, the sprite springs from my grip with supernatural force.

      The Tupperware container bounces across the concrete. I lunge, but I’m not quick enough. The plastic thwacks the sidewalk. Malcolm makes a dive for it, but the sprite simply propels the container up and over him.

      The gap between the two doors is just large enough that it can slip inside.

      I rush forward. By the time I reach the entrance, the sprite is gone, and all we hear is the echo of Tupperware against tile.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      For several long moments, Malcolm and I stare into the abyss-like corridor.

      This is just like a horror movie and just like a sprite. Leave it to them to do the most inconvenient thing at the most inopportune moment.

      A hint of stale, cold air filters through the crack between the two doors. We could walk inside. It’s as simple as unhooking the padlock and pulling the chain through the handles.

      We stand there.

      “Do you think this is a trap?” I ask at last.

      It has that feel. A lonely stretch of highway, a secluded and abandoned building. An adorable sprite as bait. Sure, Nigel knows we’re here, but we’re also a good thirty miles from Springside.

      “Yes. No. I don’t know.” Malcolm heaves a sigh that holds the day’s weight in it. He turns to face me. “Or maybe it was a trap, at one time, like last year.”

      “You mean with Orson.”

      “Exactly. It would be like him to set up multiple traps.”

      “So, he was going to do what? Lock up some ghosts, then send a sprite for me to follow here?” I peer down the hallway. Shadows play before my eyes, almost ghostly themselves.

      “This would’ve been an ideal spot for retribution. No witnesses, no traffic, enough room for two dozen necromancers, easily.”

      “What about now?” Because right now, this space is still all those things.

      “He doesn’t have enough allies. He’s not chairman anymore, and he couldn’t pull off something like this.”

      “Do we risk it?” I lean toward the crack between the two doors and strain my ears. Is that a light thump, thump, thump of plastic against the floor? Or am I simply indulging in a little wishful thinking?

      Malcolm raises a hand, holding me in place. Then he dashes back to the convertible. From the trunk, he pulls out some of our emergency supplies. When he returns, he hands me a flashlight and drapes a whistle around my neck.

      “It’s not like we’re headed off into the woods.”

      “No, but ... things can happen during urban exploring. A whistle is a lot louder than a voice.”

      He’s right. I bring the whistle to my lips and give it the barest hint of a test blow. Oh. Yeah. That will work.

      “Ground rules. If possible, we keep this door in sight. Anything looks sketchy, we run, hop into the car, and get the hell out of here. Deal?”

      “You read my mind.”

      Malcolm pulls in a breath like he’s about to dive off a cliff. “Okay.” He takes my hand. “Let’s go.”
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      The moment we cross the threshold, cold, stale air steals everything about the quiet June evening. A chill washes over me. Even though we’re both wearing sneakers, our footfalls sound loud and hollow in this space.

      Again, the emptiness strikes me. I don’t do a lot of shopping, it’s true. The only time I’ve been to the Mall of America was on the way back from a class field trip to the state capitol. Still, no people, no chatter, nothing but musty air against my tongue. All of it feels wrong in so many ways.

      The tile is dust-covered and grimy beneath our feet. I point. Every few squares, there’s an impression from a Tupperware container.

      “This might be easier than I thought,” Malcolm whispers.

      “It might,” I agree, my words equally low. Although why we’re whispering is beyond me. There’s no one else here.

      At least, I hope there’s no one else here.

      Every few yards, we halt. Malcolm turns in a tight circle, scanning high and low. I raise my chin to sample the air. Nothing. This doesn’t surprise me. If the Springside ghosts are here, they’re inside a containment field. Our sprite, in its Tupperware, is also in one. They’ll be nearly impossible to detect.

      Still, we don’t want any surprises, otherworldly or otherwise.

      Something else catches my eye. I point again, this time holding back a laugh. “You said you wanted an Orange Julius.”

      Maybe it’s the power of suggestion, but I swear something sugary sweet teases my nose. Behind that smell is a brain freeze waiting to happen.

      Malcolm glances toward the storefront, then at me, and back again. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything quite so orange.”

      “How long do you think this place has been closed?” Everything about the Orange Julius looks retro—the typeface on the signage, the hard, plastic booths, all that orange.

      He shakes his head, considering. “I don’t know. A while, obviously, but I was expecting things to be a lot worse.”

      “Like what?”

      “Graffiti. Black mold. Mildew. Broken glass.” He points to another storefront, this one with a display of prom dresses. The mannequins’ arms are spindly and seem to be reaching for us. Or maybe just for Malcolm. I place a protective—and irrationally jealous—hand on his arm. Then I blink, and the display resolves itself into a jewel-toned explosion of dusty taffeta and silk.

      “The utilities are still on,” he says as we make our way farther into the mall. “Some of the stores still have inventory and equipment. You’d think that would be gone, at least.”

      “It’s like a time capsule,” I say.

      “It really is, like everyone left one day and never came back.”

      Even here in the center courtyard, the space feels that way. Above us, sunlight filters through skylights and illuminates the floor below. The fountain is dry, but a layer of copper and silver coins shine dully in the spare light. So many wishes left behind.

      I wonder if any of them have come true.

      I let my gaze wander. A sign urges me to visit Brett’s Department Store, the anchor for the south wing. The display cases in the jewelry store, a place called Hillside Diamonds, are empty. Even so? If I squint, I swear I can catch the sparkle of gemstones.

      “I mean, I don’t think anyone’s been cleaning on a regular basis.” Malcolm turns in another circle, surveying the space. There’s a calculating gleam in his eye, making him look far more like the former stockbroker he was and less like the ghost catcher he is now. “But you could repurpose this space, turn it into something useful.”

      “Like a home for ghosts?” I suggest.

      “Sure.” He gives me a sidelong glance, one that has a hint of a grin. “A home for ghosts.”

      I point to a sign attached to a central kiosk: Troy Season Property Management. “Maybe they plan to.”

      “Maybe.”

      The lightest tap, tap, tap comes from a long, dark hallway just off the courtyard.

      I nod in its direction. “Speaking of ghosts.”

      Malcolm flicks on his flashlight and shines it down the corridor. Something bounces. At least, I think something does. Really, I’d have to move farther down the hall to know for sure. As it is, I’ve inched several feet closer.

      I peer at Malcolm over my shoulder. “This is kind of breaking one of our ground rules.”

      “It kind of is.”

      “Maybe one of us could stay here—” And by one of us, I absolutely mean him.

      “I don’t want you going down there alone.”

      And he knows it.

      “Well, I don’t want to leave you here by yourself, either.” I stare into the darkness before the obvious hits me. “You said the utilities were on. How can you tell?”

      He tilts his chin toward the ceiling. “Ventilation system.”

      I look up as well. That cold, stale odor meets my nose, but beyond that, I catch the telltale hint of an air current. “Then maybe there’re lights, too.”

      Malcolm shines the flashlight up and down the walls until the beam lands on a bank of light switches. With the edge of the flashlight, he flips each of them on.

      There’s a crackling, a sputtering, and a fizz and pop. The overhead fluorescents are fairly put out about being pressed into service after all this time. The illumination is minimal, tinged a sickly yellow.

      But we can see all the way to the end of the hallway. There, next to the restrooms and some offices, the sprite bounces in its Tupperware container.

      “What do you think?” My voice is low again, as if whispering will somehow keep us safe. I point to a sign at the end of the hallway. “There’s an exit.”

      “Which might be blocked.”

      There’s that.

      “Or will trigger an alarm,” he adds.

      That, too.

      Down the hall, the little ghost is doing all it can to get our attention. At this rate, I’m afraid it might crack both the plastic container and the containment field holding it inside.

      “We need to do something,” I say.

      “You’re right.” He holds out his hand. “Together?”

      I take that hand. His skin is warm, and his grip reassuring in mine. “Together.”

      Before we reach the end of the hallway, the sprite scampers around the corner and out of sight. The Tupperware thuds against the tile, so following this thing isn’t all that difficult.

      At last, we find the sprite springing up and down in front of a bank of rental lockers. Malcolm’s grip tightens on mine, and we creep forward.

      The lockers tremble and shake. A muted rattle reaches my ear, like the sound must travel through molasses to reach us. One plaintive wail echoes down the hall. Then it’s a full-on chorus of ghosts, each crying out, their combined efforts filling my ears, my head, the entire mall.

      “Okay, guys. Okay.” I hold up my hands as if that could placate them. “We’re going to get you out of there.”

      Cheers replace the crying. The frenetic locker shaking transforms into something with a beat—something that sounds a lot like a rumba.

      Malcolm manages a chuckle. “Definitely Springside ghosts.”

      They are. They really are. I can’t suppress a grin. Despite the dank and spooky atmosphere of the mall, I feel lighter, hopeful. We’ll get them out of here and take them home.

      I step forward to do just that, only to collide with something very hard and very invisible. I try again, simply because I’m stubborn that way.

      I turn to look at Malcolm. “What is it?”

      He’s crouched next to me, hands outstretched. “Containment field.” His fingers trace the invisible wall up, up until he’s standing on tiptoe. The barest shimmer of an outline sparkles in the dim light from the fluorescent bulbs above our heads.

      The containment field surrounds the lockers—there’s no going up and over, around or under. The only way to free the ghosts is to break it by force.

      “Maybe together?” I suggest.

      We’ve done that before, broken a field that was much bigger—and probably stronger—than this one is.

      “Yes, together.” This is what I love about working with Malcolm—and love about him in general. He connects the dots between my half-thoughts and intuition. So far, K&M the couple has not screwed up K&M Ghost Eradication Specialists.

      And for that, I’m grateful.

      Malcolm takes my hands, and we both close our eyes. Immediately, the containment field pops into view, its smooth surface clear now. I let my mind’s eye glide along that surface, searching out a crack or flaw. Even the tiniest of fissures or a hairline fracture will work.

      “Are you getting anything?” He gives my fingers a squeeze.

      “Nothing.” I scan again. “Do you recognize the necromancer?”

      Every necromancer has a signature. It’s something I can’t really detect, maybe because I didn’t grow up as a necromancer. But Malcolm can.

      “It’s weird,” he says, “because it’s familiar and yet ... not. Like when a word is on the tip of your tongue, but you can’t say it.”

      I double my efforts to no avail. I don’t know who this necromancer might be, except that he ... she ... they are strong.

      “What if we use something physical as well?”

      He opens his eyes and peers at me. “What did you have in mind?”

      “There’s a tire iron in your car, isn’t there?”

      He raises an eyebrow. “If I recall, you’re pretty handy with a tire iron.”

      I used one once to crack open a containment field around Malcolm’s convertible. I also managed to smash the window as well. But it worked. With my hands still in his, he considers my suggestion. His gaze darts down the corridor and then takes in the trembling bank of lockers next to us.

      “This is an all-or-nothing deal,” he says. “I’m not leaving you here alone⁠—”

      “And I’m not letting you go out to the car alone.”

      “Okay, we’re agreed, then.”

      The rental lockers shake; ghosts cry and plead. They’re loud, despite the containment field, although not loud enough to make a dent in it.

      “Guys, please, we’ll be back. I promise. We’ll be back, and then we’ll get you out of there.” I scoop up the sprite in its container. It pings against the sides as if it’s trying to escape.

      “We’ll be back,” I say one last time.

      The ghosts continue to wail as if we’re abandoning them to some terrible fate. It hurts my heart to leave them, but we have no choice.

      Malcolm takes my hand, and we race through the corridors. In the center courtyard, swaths of pink and gold stream through the skylights. There’s still time. We’ll dash out and back in and free the ghosts all before twilight.

      Really, my dear? Leaving so soon?

      The sound of a voice I know so well has me staggering. Malcolm’s fingers slip from my grip, and I stumble. This voice is both so very real and so very impossible.

      I shake my head, strain my ears, willing myself to hear it again and hoping I won’t. On reflex, my fingers go to my left cheek, where—once upon a time—I had a faded blue mark, a legacy of my encounter with a powerful entity.

      My cheek feels normal, not waxy and cold. The mark and the entity are gone, long gone.

      And yet ...

      “Katy!”

      Malcolm’s voice pulls me back to the present. I inhale a deep breath and give my head one good shake. Even as I catch up and retake his hand, I can’t help scanning the ceiling and then the sky above me. I can’t help wondering if I truly heard what I think I heard.

      My mind encounters nothing. If that voice was here, it’s gone now—like a phantom cell phone ring or a baby’s cry.

      An echo from the past and nothing more.

      At least, that’s what I tell myself.
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        * * *

      

      The second time we leave the warm spring evening behind us, Malcolm brandishes a tire iron. I clutch the Tupperware with the sprite. It pings the sides of its container, urging us to run faster. We are fierce and determined—all three of us.

      We race through the mall, past the courtyard, and down the hallway. Our footfalls thunder. My breath is ragged and loud in my ears. We will free the ghosts as fast as we can. Even though the lights work, I do not want to be here after dark.

      Who notices first—me, the sprite, Malcolm—I can’t say.

      I skid to a halt, but my momentum carries me through to the end of the hall. I wince, expecting to hit the containment field, or at the very least, the lockers.

      Nothing blocks my path.

      The corridor is clean, and the floor shines like it has been freshly waxed. I turn as if that will help me find the lockers that are so clearly no longer here.

      “Malcolm?” His name comes out tiny and hushed.

      He stands there, tire iron gripped in one hand, mouth agape. Gingerly, he uses the tire iron to poke at the space where the lockers should be.

      “This isn’t another version of a visible ward, is it?” I peer up at the ceiling and then take in our surroundings. “Did we go down the wrong hallway?”

      That seems unlikely, but it makes more sense than the lockers simply vanishing.

      Malcolm tips his head. “Do you hear that?”

      Immediately, I’m on alert. I strain my ears, send my thoughts skyward. The entity? Nothing greets my search except the soft exhale of the ventilation system.

      “Hear what?”

      “Music, or more like Muzak.” He shakes his head as if to clear it. “The stuff they piped in at malls. It sounds like ‘The Girl from Ipanema’.”

      I’m kind of glad I can’t hear it.

      “I don’t hear anything,” I say.

      But now it’s like Malcolm can’t hear me. He takes a step forward and then another as if he’s intent on finding the source of the music. He’s halfway to the courtyard when a terrible thought seizes my mind.

      The notion is so wrong and so obvious that I’m kicking myself. I race to catch up to him, sneakers slipping on the floor. Before he can round the corner and head into the courtyard, I grab a handful of his shirt.

      “Remember that thing you said?” I haul him backward. “About this being a good place for a trap?”

      He stumbles, catches himself, and then snags my waist to pull me farther down the hall. He swears quietly. That Pied-Piper-like music must be gone. Now he’s clear-eyed, a frown marring his brow.

      “Two dozen necromancers in the courtyard?” I say.

      “Yeah.” He exhales a long breath. “Easily.”

      “Do you think that’s it? That this is a trap?”

      “I don’t know, Katy.”

      He glances at me, and there’s so much sorrow in his gaze that my heart lurches. We don’t need a replay of last year. This much, I know.

      “Emergency exit?”

      He nods, folds my hand in his, and we hurry down the hall.

      There’s a sign, more than one, all of them pointing the way out in big red letters. What there isn’t is an actual door. At the end of the hallway, all we find is the little sprite in its container, jumping and thwacking itself against the space where the lockers should be. I scoop it up, try to comfort it, but it’s inconsolable.

      “I guess there’s only one way out.” Malcolm hefts the tire iron. “This could come in handy.”

      But not against ghosts. Or bullets. And the last time we saw Orson Yates, he had a gun. The grim line of Malcolm’s mouth tells me I don’t need to remind him of that.

      At the threshold to the courtyard, we pause. With the tire iron, Malcolm switches the bank of lights off, plunging the hallway into darkness. It’s not much of a cover, but it’s better than being under a spotlight.

      “Do you hear anything?” he whispers. “Sense anything?”

      I cast my thoughts upward, scanning with not only my ears and eyes but for the otherworldly as well. I search in all directions. Yes, you could hold retribution in the center of the courtyard. You could also do many other things.

      “This would be an excellent spot for an ambush,” I say, voice low.

      “You could set up attack ghosts there.” He points down the wing opposite us. “And there, behind the elevator, and there on the second floor.”

      The glass surrounding the second-floor balcony is frosted, but it’s translucent enough to see shapes and shadows, if not actual ghosts. Even so, a necromancer—and several attack ghosts—could hide behind a kiosk or the escalator or tuck themselves inside a storefront.

      Malcolm freezes, his arm with the tire iron still extended toward the balcony. “Radio Shack,” is all he says.

      “What?”

      “That Radio Shack wasn’t there before.”

      “You’re sure?”

      “Positive. I was noting landmarks in case I had to direct Nigel or someone in to find us. You know, go straight past the Orange Julius and take a left at the prom dresses.”

      That’s more than I did, and I can’t help being impressed.

      “There was an empty storefront, but no Radio Shack. And there was a sunglass kiosk out in front.”

      “Speaking of Nigel.”

      “Yeah, you read my mind.” Malcolm tugs out his phone. The screen lights up, but it’s there and gone, and then he’s shoving the phone back into his pocket.

      “No signal,” he says before I can ask.

      “We really need to leave.”

      I think that’s clear. Besides, since I stepped into this place, something’s felt wrong, like I don’t belong here. I want to say it’s like being haunted. Clearly, I’m not the only one who feels that way. The little sprite is hunkered down, despondent. Its form trembles so much, it vibrates the plastic beneath my fingertips.

      “We do,” Malcolm agrees, but he doesn’t move. He stares into the middle distance, almost like he’s listening to “The Girl from Ipanema” again.

      Of course, I thought I heard the entity, so maybe I shouldn’t judge. But the urge to move is undeniable, almost like there’s a hand at the small of my back pushing me forward.

      The light in the courtyard has taken on a different quality, more deep blue than pink and gold. The benches cast long shadows. Again, I don’t care if the utilities are still on. There’s no way I’m staying here after dark.

      “Come on.” I grip Malcolm’s hand even tighter. “Let’s go home.”

      We don’t stop. We don’t glance around. We race through the courtyard and toward the main
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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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