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        To my love. You make all of this possible.
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        “If I had a flower for every time I thought of

        you...I could walk through my garden forever.”

        —Alfred Lord Tennyson
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      Abby

      

      I killed my sister. Allison Clark—Ally for short. The only people who know this are myself, my mother, my aunt, and I suppose my dead sister. I tried to tell them it wasn’t me—it was my friend Tina—but their response was, imaginary friends can’t kill people.

      I’ve lived with the secret of my sister’s death since I was a child. So have the other women in my family. For each of us, there’s always been a fear that one day someone will find out the truth. That a seven-year-old girl killed her seven-year-old sister. But secrets are like a slow drain in a clogged sink—eventually they leak out.

      My mother and Ruby were convinced that I’d just gotten mad at Ally, as I often did, and out of anger had pushed her, not knowing the consequences. Then, in order to deal with what I’d done, I’d made up this imaginary friend and decided it was her who’d killed my sister. As I got older, I began to accept the same hard truth. How else could a seven-year-old deal with something so tragic?

      But to the outside world, my sister’s death was entirely an accident.

      I think about it every time I walk past this photo in my upstairs hallway, and today is no different. The picture of my mother—the only one I have in my house—stares back at me as I count to one hundred, giving my daughter ample time to hide from me.

      The evening sunlight projects through the arched window and bathes my mother’s profile in warm light, making her hair glow. She was thirty-one when she gave birth to me and my twin. Since there were two of us, she wanted our names to be similar. She named me Abbigail—Abby for short. A giggle from down the hallway snaps me back to the game of hide-and-seek I’m supposed to be playing, and I start counting again from the beginning. “One, two, three, four, five… ten! Ready or not, here I come!”

      I tiptoe down the hallway, and the floors protest by popping and cracking like old bones as I sneak into my daughter’s room. “Are you under… here?” I squat down and flip up the white bed skirt to peer under the bed. “Nope. Not here.”

      Next, I crawl on all fours across the plush, pink carpet to look between the dresser and the wall. “Are you hiding… here?”

      Nothing.

      I move to the closet and swing the door open in one swift motion. “What about here?” Again—nothing. My gaze becomes unfocused for a moment as a hint of panic threatens me.

      Ava always hides in here.

      I step back out into the hall and listen, hoping I might hear her giggle, but the only sound I hear is the grandfather clock downstairs.

      I’m being ridiculous, I know. She’s just hiding. And my Ava isn’t my sister. I take three deep breaths. I can’t afford to let the past snatch away everything I’ve worked for.

      I’d pushed forward from the tragedy and tried to build a normal life for myself—well, as normal as I could. I owe it to Ava. After all, I’ve taken one of her aunts away, and more or less taken her grandmother too. My mother, Rosemary, now lives in a psychiatric ward. She’s been there since my sister died. My aunt, who now lives in my mother’s old house next door, had taken me in and raised me after my mother attempted suicide, followed by a complete psychotic break. She’d told me my mother lost her mind and no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t help her find it. The only thing I know is that it was me who took it.

      There were times that my aunt wouldn’t let me forget.

      Some might say that before my sister died, I was like a beautiful flower, but after that horrible day, my petals faded and lost their fragrance. My family shifted from a nourished garden to a plot full of weeds and thorns. There’s no way my life could ever be the same.

      But I have to make the best of what I have.

      Ava.

      And I have to keep her safe.

      Six years ago, I became a mother to a beautiful little girl, and she is nothing short of being my whole world. In knowing I’m the one who killed my sister, I’m very protective of her. Ava’s father thinks I’m overly protective and obsessive. Maybe I am, but I don’t care. After she was born, it seems he and I stopped agreeing on everything. I soon found that life’s easier when it’s just me and her, so I kicked him out.

      It’s up to me to make sure she has the best life she can. Who else would know what’s best when I’ve seen firsthand how bad things can happen? Life is one of the best teachers.

      Instead of walking quietly this time, I stomp into my bedroom, hoping it will force Ava to give away her hiding spot.

      Still quiet.

      The lack of sound is so pronounced, it feels noisy. The air becomes suddenly stagnant, and all I can hear is my heart pounding way faster than it should be.

      I don’t like this game anymore.

      She’s been quiet for too long. I drop to my knees and look under my bed—just some storage totes. My stomach churns, and heat climbs my body as my throat gets tighter and tighter.

      Don’t panic.

      Just as I’m about to give in to the terror and let out a scream, I jerk my closet door open with shaking hands, and giggles burst from inside.

      Thank God.

      I exhale. Flash a fake smile. Fear got the best of me—again. I push it the rest of the way down, force a bright voice, and reach in and tickle her tiny belly. “I got you.”

      I’m used to putting on happy voices and cheerful faces. It’s a big part of my job as a teacher. Once I’d accepted my horrible past and learned from it, I decided to turn tragedy into something good. Who better to teach unfortunate youth than a person with an unfortunate past? The past can change a person, just as the ocean can change the sand. If you want to overcome the traumas of your past, you have to pick yourself up and give back to the universe.

      Ava giggles loudly as I continue to tickle her and wait for my heart rate to return to normal. It isn’t the first time this has happened during a simple game of hide-and-seek. As a child, my sister and I loved to play it, and the closet was my favorite place to hide. After she died, I continued to use it for hiding, but not for fun.

      For refuge.

      My aunt wasn’t a nice person. She also used the closet. For punishment.

      I spent a lot of time in that dark space, all the way until I was fourteen. Once I outgrew my aunt, she couldn’t force me to do it anymore, and I stopped hiding, at least in closets, anyway.

      Closets can serve many purposes. Some are merely a place to put personal belongings. Others have much bigger reasons for existing. Monsters live in them. Teenagers use them for kissing games after they spin a bottle. It’s a place where people with shopping addictions hide their loot. Alcoholics coined the term closet drinker. Gay people were forced to hide in them,

      waiting to come out when it was safe. But, for me, the most important use of a closet is to hide my skeletons.
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      Sisters, especially twins, run in my family as far back as the early 1800s; or that is the farthest our family tree has been traced on paper. Some say it goes even farther back to the witch trial days. According to records, each of my ancestors gave birth to exactly two girls, mostly

      twins, never boys. My grandmother Maria and her sister Sylvia are twins, so are my mother and Ruby, and then there’s me and Ally.

      In the case of twins, neither of them were ever identical, always fraternal, and any of the girls born in this family—twins or those born a couple of years apart—had a different hair color

      from each other: one sibling having blond hair, the other dark brown—one with brown eyes, the other with blue. Mom inherited the blond hair, and so did my sister Ally. Those with blond hair

      were born with a string attached. Beauty, popularity, gifts—and an evil side. I’m not sure that the latter of these is actually true, but the stories passed down speak otherwise.

      What I know of my mother is mostly hearsay or what my aunt Ruby has told me. Rumor has it that my mother had trouble getting pregnant. When she gave up on the idea, her husband left her, although there are other whispers about why he left. The other story I'd heard was that

      my mother not getting pregnant was all his fault, because when she met my father, she was pregnant within the week. When he found out, he left a week later. None of these stories have

      ever been documented, and most are the words of my aunt. According to her, my mother never took on another man after all that, and I don’t remember ever seeing one around.

      My sister inherited Rosemary’s eyes—bright, blue, and beautiful. Mine look nothing like hers—dark with very little white showing in the corners. My aunt claims they shifted to match my soul after what I’d done. She believed in the long line of sisters’ myth—that there’s always a

      good twin and an evil twin. She and my mother were twins, but she'd never say which one was the good one. Of course, if that myth were true, my mother would be the bad one, because she

      had the blond hair. Ruby would just say that it must have skipped her generation and wouldn’t elaborate further.

      Ava continues to giggle, and I glance again at the closet. Even though I hate them, I believe the closet is the most important room in the house. Especially for someone with a skeleton like mine.

      I’ve tried over and over to heal the devastating wound of that day—erase it from my mind for good. But maybe I'm not meant to forget it. The past can cling to the present like a child to its mother.

      I sit back on my bottom on the hardwood floor as Ava jumps on me.

      “Let’s play again, Mommy!”

      I look at my watch and take a deep breath. “Well, I don’t think dinner is going to fix itself.”

      “Please, Mommy?”

      “I tell you what. Let me fix dinner, and after we eat, we can play it one more time.”

      “Cross our pinkies?”

      “Cross our pinkies, kiss the sky, stick a cupcake in my eye.” I hook my pinkie around hers and then I blow a kiss to the sky, followed by the motion of sticking a cupcake in my eye. This satisfies her. “While I cook, you can play with your new dollhouse.”

      Ava crawls across the hall to the massive dollhouse in the corner of her room. A gift from her father.

      Its size matches his ego.

      I smile and watch her for a quiet moment before heading downstairs.

      As I walk into the kitchen, I pull a hair tie from my wrist and twist my long, dark hair back into a messy ponytail. Focused on what to fix for dinner, I let out an involuntary yelp as my

      palm slaps my chest. The eyes staring back at me through the thick glass are Aunt Ruby’s. The window distorts her face, making her usual scowl even more prominent.

      “What the hell, Ruby?” I don’t hide the annoyance in my voice.

      She doesn’t move and waits for me to open the door. I jerk the handle, sling it open, and attempt to get my tone in check. “What do you need? I’m getting ready to start dinner.”

      Ruby limps up the last step into the doorway and stands with her hands clasped in front of her. She’s had the limp as long as I can remember, claiming it was a freak accident in her early twenties. A bitter look creeps into her face before she speaks. “It’s a disgrace the way you

      treat me. I would never have spoken to my mama that way.” Her eyebrows pinch to the center of her face, and her lips press into a thin line, barely visible through her frown.

      “You’re not my mama.”

      Her glare deepens. “You seem to forget I’m the one that raised you.”

      Ruby did raise me, and she wasn’t always bitter or grumpy. She could be fun when she let her guard down—but even now, she doesn’t allow that to happen very often. I don’t think she truly knew how to be a mother. The job was thrown into her lap unexpectedly, and her life

      changed forever the day my mother lost herself. She is at her best when she’s with Ava. I guess it’s like that with parents and grandparents—grandparents try to make up for their lack of

      parenting, or lack of knowledge, from when they were the parent. Grandchildren can get away with murder. I know Ruby loves me, but I don’t think she loves herself.

      Regardless, I refuse to engage in yet another useless conversation with her. It’s best to get straight to the point, or she digs up the past quicker than a tiller turns a garden. I smooth out my tone. “I said I need to start dinner. What do you need, Ruby?”

      “I have to go pay some bills in the morning. This weather’s causing my foot to ache something awful. I don’t think I can drive.”

      “I have to work, Ruby. If you can’t drive, then you’ll have to call a cab.”

      “I can’t afford no damn cab.” Ruby crosses her arms in front of her chest as she sticks out her chin.

      “Then I don’t know what to tell you.”

      “I’m not going to live forever, you know. One day you’ll regret not spending more time with me.”

      Ruby is the tour master of guilt trips.

      “I’m not doing this with you right now. You can either come in and be nice or go home.” I keep my tone firm.

      Ruby is often like that annoying itch that just won’t go away, no matter how hard you scratch, and regardless of whether you scratch it often. Sometimes she stings, and others she burns, and when you indulge in her whims, she festers under your skin until you blow up and say something you shouldn’t. She can’t help it; it’s just how she is.

      Ruby puffs through her tight lips, making them flap, and then looks around the kitchen. Money isn’t an issue for her, since she inherited a fortune from our ancestors. Although she’s rich, she’s a tightwad. She lives on foods like egg sandwiches, potatoes, and soup. Even those

      things are highway robbery, according to her. Her only indulgences are one glass of wine every day, exactly five cigarettes, and a new pair of shoes every other month. She’s the kind of person

      who won’t spend money but will find a way to take it with her when she dies to keep others from getting it.

      “Where’s Ava Maria?”

      “She’s in her room. Leave her alone for now, she’s doing her homework,” I lie.

      “Homework, for a six-year-old? What kind of idiot teacher gives homework in kindergarten?” She wobbles a few more steps into the kitchen, and I close the door behind her before taking in a deep inhale to curb frustration.

      “Ruby. Keep your voice down or Ava might hear you. She loves her teacher.”

      “I call it like I see it. Haven’t met a teacher yet that wasn’t worthless. They're overpaid and only have to work nine months a year. They don’t do anything, even then.”

      I catch myself giving Ruby the same look I’d give a cockroach crawling across the floor. I shift my face back to neutral. Ruby sometimes reminds me of my third-grade teacher, who I hated because she was more like a witch than a teacher. She often scolded her students with her

      evil stare. I even remember crawling under my desk one day to avoid it. Now that I’m grown, Ruby doesn’t intimidate me as much as she used to.

      “You seem to forget that I’m a teacher.”

      Another puff escapes her, this time through her nose. She’s every bit what most people would describe as the modern-day Karen—short, dark hair, Tammy Faye eyelashes, and long manicured nails. I’m not sure who Karen is or what she did to deserve having her name

      associated with a person like my aunt, but it’s the only way I know how to describe her. She’s too cheap to have someone do her nails or visit a beauty salon, so she does them herself. She’s

      also the sort of person who believes everything should revolve around her and the world owes her something.

      “There’s no reason for you to be here. Come back when you’re in a better mood.” As if that will ever happen. My lips motion the words, then I bite my tongue. I step behind her, open the door, and stand holding the doorknob. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      She scoots toward the door, her face consumed with a frown as she nods. “It’s just a shame.”

      I gnaw on my tongue some more but remain silent as she leaves and waste no time in closing the door behind her.

      Spaghetti is what I decide on for dinner—quick and easy. Once I put water on the stove to boil, I tiptoe upstairs and down the hall to check on Ava. The steps squeak under my feet. The house is old, but a lot of work has gone into it over the last two years.

      As I get closer to her room, I hear her talking. My mouth lifts into a smile as I listen to her imagination at work.

      “Here, this one is my favorite—you can play with it. Let’s pretend we’re getting ready to go for some ice cream,” Ava chatters.

      I peek around the door and watch Ava bounce the doll across the floor of the dollhouse and down the tiny stairs. A faint simmer from the pot on the stove sizzles, and I tiptoe back away from the door. As I step away, Ava giggles.

      “Come on, Ally. It’s the ice cream truck.”

      I halt in place as my heart picks up the pace and thuds against my chest. I listen to see if Ava speaks again, hoping that what I thought I heard was just my mind playing tricks. She doesn’t speak, but instead hums the My Little Pony theme song. I stay frozen as she starts to

      whisper, and I strain my ears but can’t make out what she’s saying. With light steps, I move back to the edge of her door. “Who are you talking to, Ava?”

      Ava sits with her legs in a W position in the middle of the floor, holding a miniature doll in each hand. “My friend.”

      “Who’s your friend?”

      She looks to her left, then back down at her dolls. “Ally.”

      A tingling sensation radiates from the back of my neck and down my spine as the rest of my body wavers. “Where did you hear that name?” My words come out uneven, and I clear my throat.

      Ava hitches a shoulder. “She told me.”

      “Who?”

      “Ally.”

      The tingling moves to my limbs, and I try to convince myself that this is just a coincidence. It’s a name she’s heard on TV. Rather than push any further, I change the subject. “You want to come and help me finish dinner?”

      “Yeah,” Ava squeals. She jumps up from the floor and walks to the door, then pauses, turns, and waves at the room behind her. “Bye, Ally.”

      I stare at the floor as Ava skips past me, and I feel a numbing tingle travel up the backside of my head. With a shudder, I leave the room.

      After we’ve eaten dinner, played five more games of hide-and-seek, and read two stories, Ava snuggles down in the covers while I tuck her in for the night. I walk downstairs and prepare

      for the two-time ritual of Ava getting out of bed. I’ve not made it to the bottom of the stairs before she gets up the first time.

      “Mommy, I’m thirsty.”

      We’ve worked out a routine that allows her only two attempts to get out of bed. She knows she has to choose her excuses wisely, because if she gets up after the second attempt, she loses screen time. The first attempt is often used to ask for water, and the second can vary. Either

      it’s too dark, or we have to check under the bed and in the closet for monsters. She’s getting clever, because tonight she asks for something new.

      “Mommy.” Ava has tiptoed down the stairs, managing not to wake their creaks and pops, and has sneaked into the room.

      I look up from my phone. “What do you need, honey?”

      “I think I could go to sleep like this—” Ava attempts to snap her thumb and middle finger together. “If you read me one more story.” She tries two more times to snap her fingers, then gives up.

      “Oh, really?” I ask with a teasing smile.

      “Yes.” She nods her head up and down in an exaggerated motion.

      “Okay. Then it’s off to sleep for you. Understand?”

      We go back upstairs, and I make the mistake of letting her pick the story. She chooses the longest book in the stack. I’ll have to narrow her choices down to certain books next time. Once I'm halfway through the story, Ava falls asleep. I kiss her on the forehead and pull her door around.

      Since I have some down time before bed, I sneak into my closet, take down a small storage box from the top shelf, and carry it downstairs.

      As I sit in my favorite corner of the couch, I open the box and remove a mini external hard drive with trembling fingers. Stored on it are some old childhood videos that I'd converted years ago. I prop my laptop on a throw pillow in my lap and plug it into the USB port. I can’t bring myself to watch all of the videos—just one.

      The last video taken of my sister.

      The one where she’s dressed in pink, hands crisscrossed and resting on her chest, her eyes forever closed. Eyes that would never show the beauty or mischief behind them ever again.

      Her coffin is white with gold trim. The fabric that surrounds her body is ivory with pale pink flowers.

      I’m not sure why, but I often tear open old scars by watching the home movie anytime I get too comfortable or happy. Maybe I owe it to my sister. Self-punishment is often much worse than anything anyone else can put a person through. At least, that's what my aunt taught me when she started the ritual of watching it. She believed that if she reminded me enough, I would never repeat my mistake.

      I’ve watched the video so many times that I can close my eyes and state verbatim what is happening. My aunt’s voice behind the camera says, “This didn’t have to happen.” My mother sits in a chair facing the coffin and stares at it blankly. I sit next to her, my body slumped over and broken. I glance from my sister’s casket to my mother’s face—she won’t look at me. Desperate for her to see me, I lean my head over to rest against her arm, and yet she still doesn’t acknowledge me. She doesn’t acknowledge anything. I’m not sure if my mother ever looked at me after that day.

      When I’ve had enough self-torture, I click the red dot in the corner to close the movie window and set the laptop next to me on the couch. I stare at the wallpaper on the screen, which is a picture of me and Ava, then check the time. It’s still early enough to have a small glass of wine before bed. I go to the kitchen and pour some sweet red and return to the couch. With my feet folded under me, I stare at our picture. Ava has my sister’s eyes. In fact, they look more like Ally’s than mine.

      I stare long enough that the wallpaper turns to a screensaver that comprises photos which scroll across the computer screen. I become engrossed in Ava’s baby pictures as they move left to right, and I sip on my wine. A smile spreads across my face as each one comes into view. She’s the only thing that brings me genuine joy these days. I’m not sure how I survived before her.

      Relaxed now, I untuck my feet and reach to close the laptop. Just as my hand touches it, the photos glitch, and a video begins to play, the volume cranked to maximum level. My empty glass falls on the sofa, spilling a few droplets as I scramble to turn down the volume. Giggles and squeals blare from the computer’s speaker. What I’m seeing finally registers, and my blood freezes. It’s a video of my sister and me spraying each other with water guns. Frantic, I try to turn it off, but it doesn’t work. I pound my finger into the button over and over. Nothing. I slam the screen shut, my breath and heart racing with one another.

      The room falls silent and suddenly cold.
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      Allison and Abbigail Clark

      

      2001

      

      Abby giggles as she glances down at her fingers. They look as if a rainbow has exploded all over them. Ally had begged to paint Abby’s nails, saying she could make them look like the

      colors on a unicorn’s tail. The skin on Abby’s fingers now has as much color on them as her nails do.

      “What’re you girls doing in here?” their mother, Rosemary, asks as she walks into the girls' pink and purple room. Abby and Ally’s room is the largest bedroom in the house. They

      each have their own beds on opposite walls. The wall behind Ally’s bed is painted pink, and the wall behind Abby’s is the color of lilacs. Their bedroom takes in most of the top floor of the

      house, and it's right next to a playroom and their own bathroom, which means they have lots of space, and their mother's room is just down the hall.

      “I’m going to fix Abby up like a princess. See, look at her nails,” Ally says, moving Abby’s hand to where their mother can see. Strung across the floor of the bedroom are princess

      costumes, make-up compacts, several bottles of fingernail polish, and an assortment of dress-up shoes. “Want me to do yours next, Rosemary?”

      Rosemary smiles. She liked Abby and Ally to call her by her real name, though Abby still likes calling her Mom sometimes. Rosemary touches a hand lightly over her mouth as her whole

      face shifts into one big smile. She lets out a small chuckle, then gains her composure. “Can you make them look as good as Abby’s?”

      Abby grins.

      “Yes.” Ally nods her head up and down in quick succession.

      “Can I pick my colors?”

      “Yep. But you still have to pick between these.” Ally scoots toward five different colors of fingernail polish a few feet out in front of her. Pink, yellow, blue, green, and purple—all pastels.

      “See, Mom, I picked yellow, pink, and blue.” Abby wiggles her fingers. “You want to match me?”

      “Why yes—I do.”

      Rosemary pulls her long, flowing skirt outward as she sits crisscross on the floor, wrapping it around her knees. She always wears bright colors that don’t match, and scarves and gaudy jewelry. Her handbags are large enough to carry a good-sized animal. The words most

      people use when they talk about Rosemary are eccentric, flighty, and an airhead. She doesn’t care what others think of her. The only things she cares about are the twins and her art—maybe

      those funny smelling cigarettes she smokes that make her giggle sometimes whenever she’s creating her art.

      Rosemary picks up the bottle of blue polish and holds it up close to her face. “This blue will match perfectly. Don’t you think?” Tied around her head is a multi-colored scarf, mostly

      blue, that hangs down across her shoulder and right breast. “Okay, Ally, work your magic.” She spreads her fingers wide and holds them out in front of her.

      Ally nods and opens the three bottles of fingernail polish one-by-one and begins to paint, taking turns with the different colors.

      “What do you think?” Ally asks as she starts to blow on Rosemary's hands.

      “Beautiful,” Rosemary says. “What do you think, Abby?”

      “I think you look just like me.” Abby holds up both hands, palms facing her chest and wiggles her tiny fingers. “You want to dress up with us, too?”

      She grins. “Well now, look at me. I always dress like a princess—don’t you think?” Rosemary stands and twirls holding her skirt out to each side with the tips of her fingers and then bows.

      Ally and Abby giggle.

      “Aunt Ruby is going to be moving into the house down the street today. She can’t wait to meet you two. I’m going to go downstairs and make some sandwiches to take over there later for her and the movers. Would my two princesses like a sandwich?”

      “Yeah,” Ally says first. “Turkey and cheese.”

      “No cheese for me,” Abby says.

      “Okay. When your nails are dry, why don’t you come down and I'll bring your sandwiches to the back garden. It’s a nice day outside.”

      Abby blows on her fingertips some more as their mother leaves the room flapping her hands back and forth letting the air dry hers. Ally jumps up to leave, and Abby snaps at her. “Ally, you have to help me clean this up. I’m not doing it by myself.”

      “We’ll get it later.”

      “No, Ally. If we leave this mess, Mom will get mad and ground us.”

      Ally hitches her shoulder. “Then you pick it up. I don’t want to.”

      “Allison! Get back here.”

      Ally skips down the hall and then the stairs leaving Abby to clean up the mess.

      Abby grinds her teeth and then sighs before getting to work. Once she's cleaned up what was mostly Ally’s clutter, she goes downstairs. She stomps through the kitchen and across the narrow stone walkway of the plant-inhabited sunroom, and out into the back garden. Just as she

      steps outside, the gagging scent of her mother’s new potted plant fills her nostrils. She pinches her nose as she sits down.

      “There you are. What have you been doing? Your bread is getting stale,” Rosemary says.

      Abby shrugs her shoulders and gives Ally a mean glare before sitting down across from her.

      “Did you girls notice my Titan Arum? It’s starting to open up.”

      Both girls turn to look at the massive, funny looking plant that has a height almost as tall as the roofline on the sunroom.

      Rosemary continues. “Keep an eye on it, because it only blooms once a year. In two to three days, it will be gone."

      “Why does it stink so bad?” Ally asks.

      “Well, the smell is probably why it’s known as the Corpse flower. It only grows in the rainforest.”

      Ally crinkles her nose at the flower that smells more like a rotting, dead animal than a beautiful flower. “It’s killing the smell of the good flowers.”

      “Ah, yes,” Rosemary says matter-of-factly. “Living creatures are like that sometimes. Some are beautiful on the outside, but underneath can be nasty and fool everyone around them. It just goes to show that you can’t always believe what’s on the surface.”

      Abby, still sulking, picks up her sandwich while holding her nose, all the while giving Ally a stare-down. How can she sit there looking all smug after leaving her to clear everything up like always?

      Rosemary stands and moves a glass of lemonade in front of Abby. “I’m going to go finish in the kitchen. You girls eat your sandwiches and then play outside for a while. I’ll come get you when it’s time to go meet Aunt Ruby.”

      “Okay,” they both say. Abby deepens her squint at Ally.

      Rosemary sashays down the stone path, zigzagging through the flowers and shrubs, then disappears into the congested sunroom.

      “Stop it, Abby!” Ally says.

      “Why? Does it bother you?” Abby glares at Ally even harder, this time with wide eyes.

      “No. It’s just stupid.”

      “I’m not doing anything.” Her eyes remain fixed on Ally without blinking while her legs swing rapidly under the table.

      “Then stop staring at me.”

      “It’s a free country. I can do what I want.”

      Ally pounds her fist into the iron table. “I said stop it.”

      Her fist doesn’t make much of a sound, but Abby looks down to check there's no damage. The table is a vintage garden table, painted ornate white with a floral pattern. It belonged to their grandmother when she lived in the house.

      Abby laughs. “What are you going to do about it?”

      A rustling noise comes from the direction of the back fence, and they jerk their heads to look. The back yard is a giant maze of flowering bushes, small trees and Rosemary's yard sculptures. Wind chimes hang from every tree made from silverware, glass bottles, and seashells. There’s even one made from the small bones of animals. The girls' favorite sculpture is one that stands as tall as their mom, made from slender pieces of metal, twisted and shaped like a fairy. It’s painted shiny blue, and when the sun hits it, it reflects other colors. She looks like she’s dancing.

      Ally and Abby look at each other, then back to the fence. Something moves through the cracks in between the wooden boards, and Abby looks at Ally, as fear stirs in her tummy.

      “Go see what it is,” Abby hisses.

      “I’m not going by myself. Go with me.” Ally’s eyes are wide and pleading.

      They both ease to standing, and Ally reaches out her hand. Something white begins to shift down the fence towards the back gate. Abby’s heart feels like it’s going to jump out of her chest as she takes hold of Ally's clammy hand, and they tiptoe to the gate.

      “Who’s there?” Ally asks as she twirls a thick strand of blond hair around her index finger.

      No sound comes from the other side of the fence, but the object continues to shuffle towards the gate. They freeze, and Abby whispers, “Maybe we should get Rosemary?”

      “Don’t be a baby, Abby. Let’s see who it is.”

      Whoever is on the other side of the fence stops moving just at the gate. The girls pause in front of the arched door, and Ally reaches out to unlock it as Abby swallows hard. She eases the gate open, and they both keep their bodies behind it. A sudden whiff of the stinky corpse flower wafts in the air behind them, and Abby grabs a handful of her dark hair before draping it across her nose.

      Ally peeks around the gate and her shoulders relax as she drops Abby’s hand. “Oh. Hi.”

      Abby steps out into view to see a girl with short brown hair who stands a few inches taller than them. The girl doesn’t smile but waves her hand just a couple of inches from side to side, then lets her hand fall back down.

      “I’m Ally. This is my sister Abby. You want to come in and play?”

      She nods her head only slightly, then says, “I’m only allowed to play out here. Can you come over there?” She points to the small piece of land just beyond their fence. It’s secluded by a cluster of bushes and trees.

      Ally looks to Abby before she speaks. “We can’t go far. Mom won’t let us go past the side fence over there.” She points across the yard to their right. There’s a small narrow field behind their house that belongs to their neighbors and at the edge of it is a small stream. They don’t mind if the girls play back there if they don’t leave their toys lying around. Rosemary’s only rules are, they can’t play in the stream unless she’s with them and they must stay within hearing distance.

      “Sure,” Ally says.

      They step through the gate and follow their newly made friend over to a tree a few yards from the fence. Their neighbors don’t have kids, but they hung a swing in the tree just for Abby and Ally.

      The girl sits down on the swing. “Can you swing me? Then I’ll swing you guys.”

      “Sure,” Abby says, and begins to push her. “What’s your name?”

      “I’m Tina.”
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      Abby

      

      Dawn breaks open like a fresh bleeding wound as the sun peeks through the window, giving the room a reddish glow. Lying in bed with the covers twisted around me, I’m not sure

      where my fitful mind went during the night, but it wasn’t to sleep—at least not much, anyway. My night of so-called rest was a mixture of unwanted dreams and relentless tossing and turning.

      I can’t stop replaying the short video clip over and over in my mind. It’s the very reason I don’t watch them.

      They’re too haunting.

      Seeing my sister laughing and alive only makes old wounds burst open. It peels away the scabs I’ve created to keep from missing her so much. Hearing her laughter for the first time in

      years is like hearing a familiar song. Sweet, innocent, and torturous. Maybe it’s a twin thing, but the grief it causes lingers like a painful disease.

      After pressing my palms against my eye sockets, I blow out a puff of air, attempting to get my thoughts together for the day. I stare at the tall ceiling of my old bedroom, finding faces and shapes in the light texture of the paint. I always locate the same three faces each time, and

      most of them look mean, as though they're frowning at me for lying in bed. My alarm hasn’t sounded, but I know it must be minutes from blaring its annoying sounds. As soon as I reach to

      pick up my phone, the pings and whistles begin to sound in short, quick increments. I turn it off, throw back the covers, and roll out of bed.

      With slippered feet, I pad across the old floor, complete with scuffs and wear. They sound as old as they appear as I walk across the hall into Ava’s room. Her room is the only one

      in the house with carpet. She hated the cold, hard floors. Since she’s making up for the both of us on sleep, I let her snooze a while longer and go downstairs to make some coffee.

      With a very full cup, I make my way to the adjacent living room, stop, then glare at the laptop resting on the table by the couch. I need to prepare my lessons for the day, and I don't even feel like logging in. I set my coffee on the end table and plop down beside it as a quick

      breath escapes me. I push down apprehension and ease it open—it’s just the wallpaper of me and Ava. Another quick exhale and I relax.

      Once I’ve completed my lesson plans, I wake Ava, get us both dressed, and head off to school. The morning drive takes me through the old, quiet streets of Meadowbrook, which are filled with antique shops, antique houses, and antique people. They’re the best kind of neighbors

      to have, because they’re usually quiet and keep to themselves, except for Ruby. Sitting high above everything is an old, domed courthouse that has been converted to a library that Ava and I

      visit once a week. It’s her favorite place to go—mine too. A good book is always the perfect place to escape to whenever my mind slows down long enough to allow me to hide there.

      After arriving at school, I give a quick kiss on the top of Ava’s head, then direct her towards her classroom before heading to the small meeting room. Megan is already there, having what she calls the breakfast of champions.

      “This school district treats its employees like a bunch of mushrooms.” Megan pops a Cheez-It cracker in her mouth.

      “Mushrooms?” I ask and make an attempt at a convincing smile.

      “They keep us in the dark and feed us a bunch of shit.” Megan cackles and gulps down a drink of soda.

      I plop down in the chair next to her and pour myself a pile of crackers onto a paper towel.

      “What’s wrong?” Megan asks. “You’re eating junk food.”

      “I didn’t sleep very well.”

      “The ex-husband invading your dreams again?”

      I smile. “When is he not? No, I think I just need a vacation. I’m super stressed and not sure why.”

      “I think you just need to get laid. I’m sure your ex would oblige.”

      I laugh and then shudder. “I’m not going down that road—then he would just want more.”

      “Then find another plaything,” Megan teases. “I’m sure he isn’t remaining celibate. Men never do.”

      “That’s not something I want to think about.”

      “Then let me set you up with one of my friends. They’re a little younger than you, and they definitely won’t want any strings. Just use and abuse them and send them on their way. Or you could go my direction and I could set you up with one of my girlfriends. You would definitely have a good time.”

      “Ha. Tempting, but⁠—”

      The door to the meeting room opens, and Kris, the school counselor, walks in. Megan and I both giggle and end the conversation as my mood feels a little lighter. Megan’s humor always lifts my spirits.

      “Do you ever feel like a mushroom, Kris?” Megan asks as she shoots me a mischievous grin.

      Kris closes the door behind her, then huffs. “Megan, be serious.” She sits down across from the two of us with her usual put-together posture and serious glare.

      Kris is a tall, thin brunette with a pixie haircut. She wears only dress slacks, button-ups and turtlenecks. Sometimes two tops together. Kris is pretty, but sometimes her attitude makes her ugly. She never gets overly excited, and her tone remains calm in any situation, even if her words are harsh. A storm could rip the roof off over our heads, and her voice wouldn’t falter from her arrogant monotone.

      “These weekly group meetings are already a waste of our time. Why are we being forced to have this extra meeting?” Megan taps her can of soda down on the table and looks at me, then back to Kris as she licks the cheese dust from her fingers.

      “Now, how would I know?” Kris’s tone is condescending. She’s the sort of person that you either like or hate. I haven’t decided what I think of her yet. She’s been here almost a year, but my view of her seesaws between I sort of like her to she doesn’t like me. Other times, she lays the charm on too thick. At our first introduction, she seemed like a goody-two-shoes and unapproachable. She gave me the impression she believed she was smarter and better than everyone else. I can’t quite put my finger on it, but something about her rubs me the wrong way.

      Regardless, I have to work with her, so I keep it professional. I don’t share any personal information with her, and neither does Megan.

      Megan continues to ramble. “And, Abby, that husband of yours is as useless as tits on a bull when it comes to us. He keeps us in the dark more than anyone.”

      “I agree. And that’s ex-husband.” I give Megan a wide-eyed look then a wink. The principal being my ex-husband is no secret, but Megan and I are close, so she knows the truth behind our breakup. Well, the parts I tell her, anyway.

      Megan is cute, petite, and loud. If it pops in her head, it comes out of her mouth. She’s also comical and rarely ever takes anything seriously. Her style shows it. Some days she dresses the part and others, she comes to work dressed like it’s the weekend. Jeans, t-shirt, and sometimes sweats. To be fair, she’s the one that does most of the wrestling on the floor with the kids when they need a time out.

      “Ladies.” Kris props both elbows on the table, sits her chin on top of her curled hands, and looks at us as if we are two disobedient children. “Let’s be serious. It must be important, or he wouldn’t have called this meeting.”

      “Okay,” Megan and I both say in unison and in the same appeasing manner.

      The door to the meeting room swings open with a jolt. The school building is old, and there isn’t a door in the place that doesn’t stick. Most require a heavy shove.

      “Sorry, ladies,” says Jared. “I meant to get here sooner, but the superintendent called. Of course, he’s his usual wind-bag self.” He pulls out the rolling desk chair, plops down and lays back. An aggressive exhale escapes him.

      I give my ex-husband an eye roll and look at Megan, who snickers and covers her mouth with her clasped hands.

      Jared became principal after we divorced. Married couples can’t work as teacher and principal, but apparently divorced ones can. Doesn’t make sense. Ava was attending our

      preschool when he got hired, so I couldn’t protest because she was so excited when she found out. I don’t hate him; I just know what is best for our daughter.

      Jared insists we have weekly meetings to appease the administrators at the board office and their constant school improvement ideas. He says it shows that we are working as a team. I think it's his way of telling me what to do. He only forces us to do it twice when our job is about

      to get harder. Despite being my ex-husband, he really isn’t a bad boss to work for. Most of the teachers love him. As much as I hate the meetings, I’m anxious to find out what he has to say.

      “We’re getting two new students, and we need to prepare.” His tone speaks volumes.

      I look at Megan and our eyes reflect the same expression. Wide, intense, and full of dread. No one speaks. A special meeting to prepare means get ready to go home at the end of the

      day exhausted, disgruntled and covered in bruises. It usually means there are major behavioral issues involved.

      “This puts us over cap, Mr. Brooks,” Megan says. “Please tell us you let your balls drop with the superintendent and got him to agree to hiring another teacher."

      “Now, Megan. I don’t think that’s how we’re going to get what we want,” Kris says.

      Jared presses his lips together and shifts his mouth toward one side of his face. “‘Fraid not.”

      He stands and removes his suit jacket, and without loosening his tie, unbuttons the top button of his shirt with his well-manicured hands. His dark, silk tie matches his equally dark eyes—a feature he often receives compliments on and one that drew me in right away. My own

      eyes scan the way the white shirt hugs his broad shoulders and tapers inward to his small waist, then my gaze briefly pauses just below his belt—it hangs slightly to the right. Looking at his

      penis is a habit I could never seem to break. I look away before he catches me. Jared’s looks and our sex life were never a problem.

      “Jared?” I say in an even tone as I reach for a cracker to distract my eyes. “Did you tell him we can’t handle any more students on the number of staff that we have?”

      “Yeah,” Megan agrees.

      Jared holds up both hands as if he's patting the air and sits back down. “I did, and before you all get your undies in a bunch, let me finish. He did agree to hiring another teacher’s aide.”

      “That’s not good enough,” Megan interrupts.

      “Ladies. We can’t change it, so let me give you the background on these students, then we will discuss a plan.”

      I attempt to erase the disgusted look from my face and slump back in my seat. Megan crisscrosses her arms in front of her body, while Kris pulls at her turtleneck.

      “These students are twins—a boy and a girl. They’re seven years old and both have multiple disabilities.” Jared passes each of us two thick packets. “Here are their educational plans from their previous school.”

      “Jesus.” Megan picks up the corner of the packet and lets the pages fall one by one. “Whoever wrote these is an overachiever. Who has this kind of time?”

      “Go ahead and skim through these as quickly as you can, then I’ll fill you in on my conversation with their former principal. Their father is bringing them by to tour the school and meet their teachers.”

      “And when are they coming?” I ask.

      Jared flips his watch around in front of his face. “About an hour.”

      Megan's eyes grow wide as she starts to say something, but she stops when Kris gives her a stern look.

      “Let’s just look at their plans.” Kris calmly picks up one of the packets and begins to read.

      The rest of us follow. I pick up the first plan and read the student’s name. Mason Robert Harper, seven years old. I make a note of the birthdate. He’s almost eight. Disabilities

      Emotional Behavior Disorder, Oppositional Defiant Disorder, and Attention Deficit Hyperactivity Disorder. Megan must be reading the little boy's plan as well, because we both

      look at each other with raised eyebrows and exhale at the same time. I read through the rest of the packet, including his behavior plan. He’s going to be a handful.

      Next, I pick up the sister’s plan, Mia Rose Harper. Disabilities—visually impaired, Growth Hormone Deficiency, and Emotional Behavior Disorder. I look up at my ex-husband.

      “Jared, did you ask for two instructional assistants? Because we are going to need it. Mia needs all day assistance because she’s legally blind.”

      “She can still see—she’s just going to require a lot of accommodations. I’ll have to pull someone from one of the other classrooms. At least part of the day.”

      “Mr. B?” Megan says.

      “Let’s just wait and meet them, then we’ll see what we need to do.” Jared looks at his watch, then gathers his things and stands. “I need to make a phone call before they get here.” He

      stands, turns, and my eyes land on the other part of his body that I can’t seem to avoid looking at. His ass. As he’s opening the door, the office secretary steps into view, her eyes wide.

      “What is it, Kelly?” Jared asks.

      “I’m afraid they’re already here. The father just dropped them off and said he had an appointment, but he’ll be right back.”

      “What the f⁠—!”

      “Megan.” Kris cuts her off as she draws out Megan’s name, long and smooth. Her eyebrows pull close and down, creating a crease in her forehead like a scolding mother.

      “No one can hear me. Don’t get your panties in a wad, Kris.”

      “Ladies.” Jared’s tone comes across smooth as molasses. “Let’s go meet our new students so we can get back to our other students.”

      Megan huffs, then stands, and we walk down the hall behind Jared.

      We step into Kris’s office, where Kelly left two children along with one of the first-grade aides. The space is much smaller than a classroom but sits towards the entrance of the building. Kelly introduces everyone in her soft, inviting tone. “Everyone, this is Mason and Mia.”

      I smile at each of them as I place my hand to my chest. “I’m Ms. Clark. I’ll be one of your teachers.”

      Mia is significantly smaller than Mason. According to her file, she is taking growth hormone treatments which are helping, but it is obvious by her features that her size has been affected due to her hormone deficiency.

      The little boy rolls his eyes and looks away. “Can I go home now?”

      “You just got here. Wouldn’t you like to look around the school and see your classroom?” I squat down so that I’m closer to eye level with both Mason and Mia.

      Kris crouches down next to me while Megan and Jared remain by the door.

      Mason turns toward me, his forehead scrunched, eyes narrowed. “No. I hate teachers. They suck.”

      “Okay, then,” I hear Megan whisper behind me.

      I turn to look at her with a crooked grin and raise one eyebrow.

      “Aw, Mason. You should give us a chance before you say you hate us.” Kris keeps her voice low and consoling.

      Mason turns to look at me once more, this time making eye contact. “I hate you. You’re a shithead.” Then he turns to Kris and says even louder. “You look just like her and I hate you, too.”

      “Come now, Mason. I know you’re probably scared and it’s possible you don’t mean that,” Kris continues, her tone indulgent.

      “Fuck you! You look like a penis wearing a turtleneck.” Mason turns his head to the side and grins as though he's pleased with himself.

      Megan snorts and presses her hand over her mouth behind me, and I turn my head away to keep from laughing. Jared turns his back to the room, but I see his shoulders bouncing from his muffled laugh.

      I tuck my lips between my teeth and press down, trying to keep a straight face. Kris’s eyes shoot sideways, and I detect irritation.

      “You don’t have to like me, but I believe you will like it here if you give it time.” Kris stands. “How about we walk you through the school, and I’ll show you the cafeteria and our huge playground? It’s new.”

      I stand as well, and Mia shuffles to me, then reaches up and slides her hand into mine. I pause in surprise and instinctively look at Jared, then catch myself and look down to the top of the girl's head. She looks up at me and gives me a sheepish smile. Mia rotates my hand around to

      hold my palm close to her face. With an index finger, she traces the lines on my hand and says, “you have an M on your hand.”

      My eyes furrow in confusion and I lean down to look at my palm so that I'm closer to her level. “What do you mean?”

      She traces it again. “See.”

      “Oh yeah, I do.” I hold my face close to Mia’s and smile. “I’ve had it as long as I can remember. My daughter pointed it out too because she has one just like it.”

      “My friend showed me, but my hand looks different.” Mia holds her hand up and puts her palm close to my face. “See. Mine kind of looks like an M.”

      I raise up slightly because Mia had shoved her palm so close to my face that I could smell her hand rather than see it. It smelled like a fruit roll-up. “Yeah—it sort of does.” I stand back up. “Does your friend go to school here?”

      “No. She said she can come and see me, though.”

      “What's your friend's name?” Megan asks.

      “Ally.”

      A chilling sensation travels through my body, just as it had yesterday when I'd heard Ava say the same name. I catch the frown that has taken over my face and shift it back to neutral.

      “Who’s Ally, Mia?” Jared asks.

      “She came to see me last night after Daddy showed me pictures of our new school.”

      I stand and look at Jared, then toward Megan. They’re already distracted by Mason kicking the wall a few feet down the hallway.

      I stare, stunned for a moment. Mason’s metronome, foot tapping against the wall begins to register, getting louder. I bite my tongue to keep from snapping at him. Jared must have seen my expression because he walks down the hall and attempts to direct him towards the classroom.

      Mia reaches up and takes my hand again. “Ally said to tell you hi.”
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      Jared

      

      I yank at the knot of my tie before I even make it through the front door of my house after a long, tough day at work. As the principal of Smokey Valley Elementary, I wear numerous hats, and some days, like today, I'm just not sure which one I should don.

      My tired brain asks me at around this same time every day whether I'm doing the right thing in staying. My job requires the ability to act as ground control, deflecting the demands of helicopter parents whose children are perfect angels. Most days, my job can be very rewarding,

      especially when a child looks up at me with wide, loving eyes. Then there are other days I hate my job, but I’ll never tell anyone this. I get tired of plastering on a fake smile while getting my

      ass chewed and completing the demands of others. Then there's the endless drama that can consume my day needlessly.

      Don’t get me wrong, being around so many women does have its perks. I never have to worry about what to eat for lunch or finding medication if I feel a migraine coming on. I have a nice pick of work wives that take good care of me—except for the one I wish for. Seeing my ex-

      wife every day is probably the biggest reason I often hate my job. She despises me—but I still love her.

      To this day, I’m still not sure why Abby pushed me out of her life. I suppose I just couldn’t add up to be enough for her, or at least that’s how I feel. We’ve known each other since

      we were kids, although briefly back then. I thought I knew her better than I knew myself, but it turns out I was wrong. It seems I don’t know her at all.

      I take off my shoes and make my way to the kitchen, trying not to let my post-work thoughts drift to Abby. Most days, I can look at her and get through my day without her getting

      under my skin. Then there are days like today when all I have to do is look at her, and it knocks the wind out of me. Maybe it’s because for a moment today, I thought I saw her look at me like

      she used to. A familiar look in her eye when that little girl took her hand. It was as if she forgot to hate me for a second. The sort of moment when something exciting happens and the first thing

      you want to do is look into the eyes of someone you love and share it with them. And before that, I saw her gaze land on areas of my body that weren’t my face. If attraction and amazing sex were

      the only thing a good marriage required, we’d still be together. That was never the issue. In fact, I think if Abby would let her guard down for two seconds, we’d be naked together just as fast.

      That’s not going to happen.

      I lay my computer bag and keys on the table and slip off my Wingtip Oxfords. Tie and shoes in hand, I sprint up the stairs of my small duplex apartment to shower away countless grimy handprints. Children from the ages of three to seven haven’t learned personal space and

      there's never a shortage of snotty hugs. After stripping down the rest of the way, I turn on the shower to let it warm.

      I allow the water to pour over the top of my head for an obscene amount of time. It’s barely cool enough not to scald. With a thick lather of shampoo, I scrub my scalp with vigor, as if it will scrape away the day’s worries and stresses. The squeak of the shower door sliding open

      forces me to peek through a partially opened eyelid. This might alarm a person that lives alone, but this guest has been showing up like this for over a month now.

      A long, slender leg steps into the shower, and then another to match. My eyes travel up the curves of her hips, waist, and breasts before stopping at her long slender neck. It looks different without the turtleneck. I bend down to kiss it.

      “I thought you could use a back rub,” Kris says.

      “I hope you’re here to rub more than that.”

      Kris grabs the bar of soap and rolls it around in her hands, creating a thick, fluffy lather. I wait for her to rub it on my body, but she doesn’t. Instead, she rubs it over her breasts, stomach, between her legs and down her inner thighs. She presses her body to mine, arms wrapping around my neck as she raises one leg and rubs it up the side of my hips and around my buttock. She presses against me, her body slick and soft, and I push her back against the wall of the shower, gripping her thigh and lifting her from the shower floor. She reaches down and guides me inside her, then wraps both legs around me. The rest of my day begins to melt away.

      What Kris and I share is a mutual understanding of a purely physical relationship. She came into a restaurant one evening where I was eating alone to pick up take-out, sat down and boldly suggested that I follow her back to her place. I believe her exact words were, “It’s a shame for two beautiful people to spend all their nights alone.” Talk about boosting one’s confidence. As tempting as it was, I first turned her down because of our working relationship. She was very persuasive in that we are two consenting adults and that we would never allow it to interfere with our jobs. I don’t think either of us intends it to become anything more.

      Kris and I never talk about work, and our hook-ups are only to fulfill one purpose. Sex. We both fuck away our stresses from the day, then we part ways. Her demeanor at school is calm and always buttoned up and professional. In bed, she’s a different person. I sometimes feel that she releases her aggression on me—not that I mind.

      I know nothing about her personal life. We don’t make it a habit of having meaningful conversations. The most I know about her is that she moved from North Carolina’s coast to our deep Appalachian town almost a year ago because she needed to see something other than sand and ocean—a bit of information that came out during her interview. Other than that, all I care about is that we keep this between us, it remains casual, and it never invades our jobs. She doesn’t seem to mind.

      Kris remains in the shower while I throw on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. I rub the towel over my short hair a few times, then comb it into its usual side part. Its color is becoming more peppered with gray since I started my principal’s job. I always thought people were being overdramatic when they said that happened. I’m eating my words.

      “I have to go pick up Ava. Lock up when you leave?” I call out.

      “You got it.”

      Our parting of ways is usually as
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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,
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Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
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in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
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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.
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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
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
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DISCLAIMER
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EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
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