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      In 1901, a doctor named Duncan MacDougall tried to prove the existence of the human soul. He concluded it weighed…21 grams.
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      Night draped over the city of New Orleans like an unwanted lover. The crescent moon hung over the crescent city, fighting to gain some purchase, but the night was winning. Even the muted light from the gas lamps barely outlined the cobblestone in front of me.

      I didn’t mind the night. The creatures of legend I usually hunted preferred its sweet embrace. But tonight, I wasn’t looking for monsters. Tonight, I was searching for Frank Covington. A man who had stolen from the wrong person and I was tasked with bringing him in dead or alive.

      And my weeklong pursuit had led me here.

      Bourbon Street stretched out before me. Deserted. An eerie feeling chewed on my bones and settled in my gut. I’d been to New Orleans a time or two in the past and had never seen it like this. Quiet. As if everyone had picked up and moved on.

      Something was off.

      The gears on my horse, Betsy, clanged as she switched from mammal to machine. When my grandfather designed her, he gave her the ability to switch at will. All of her mechanics lay tucked away in the thick folds of her flesh. She looked like any other dark brown mustang, until she changed. She only switched to machine when she was spooked, or I asked her to.

      A warm breeze carrying the stench of old garbage and stale water, ruffled my braid, blowing through the strands of hair around my face. I blinked a few times, to ease the sting in my eyes.

      Betsy’s red gaze cut through the dark and highlighted the rancid puddles along the streets making them look like blood had been spilt.

      “Well, Parasol, looks like we scared the locals,” my sister Pearl announced. “You think we’ll find Covington here?” Pearl’s footsteps sounded like an automaton invasion. Each of her footfalls seemed more menacing than the next. She could move silently if she wanted, but she obviously had the same strange feeling Betsy and I had; something wasn’t quite right and Pearl wanted to make her presence known. “We should keep going. Nothing good is going to come of this place.” She turned her head and took in the deposits of water along the street. “Looks like they’re trying to give birth to another plague.”

      “You sound paranoid,” I told her.

      “And you’ve gone blind.” From one step to the next, she silenced her footfalls. “I might rust,” she said with a sigh.

      I’d offered to get her a horse, but she refused to ride it. She preferred to walk beside me. And Pearl would never rust. The alloy my grandfather used when he built her repelled all the elements.

      Pearl had been a gift from my grandfather when I was three. I’d wanted a little sister. But my mother, having suffered a massive hemorrhage when giving birth to me, couldn’t have any more kids. Pearl seemed like the next best thing. And she really was. My constant companion, and at times, a pain in my ass. As well as a hypochondriac.

      “You know you won’t rust,” I answered, focusing back on the street. Pearl sighed and walked on.

      I glanced over at the building on my right. A bar whose French doors lay open giving me a view of the darkness inside. The green shutters had been ravaged by time. But still the building held on.

      The structure next to it had been built recently, a tall gray brick building stretching up to the sky. The sign on front read: Josephine’s Place. From the looks of it, it probably served as both an eatery and place to stay.

      Pearl scanned the building. “A lot of people are holed up inside.”

      I gave a non-committal noise still staring at the building. “How many?” I asked, finally.

      “I count sixty. All huddled together on the bottom floor. Maybe they’re having a party.”

      I shook my head. “No. It’s too quiet.”

      The building next to it, an apothecary shop had a light on somewhere in the back. I strained to see into the darkness but all I could make out were the clay pots and burners used for mixing herbs in the display window.

      “I count two inside the shop,” Pearl said.

      I pushed Betsy on and took in the rest of the buildings in the once thriving French Quarter. What used to be a street crammed with strip clubs, bars, and restaurants now housed most of the city of New Orleans. Only a few areas outside of the quarter remained. And the once residential areas had been turned into a bayou.

      A hundred years ago, at the end of the 21st century, humanity learned the hard way that Mother Nature was real. Tired of humanity’s efforts to destroy her, she sent a great plague across the world, wiping out over half the population. Even technology suffered when a madman, believing he had been ordained by the deity herself, released a virus into the computer network, killing all of mankind’s tech instantly. The speed in which the virus spread, left Cyber experts unable to undo the damage—sending mankind’s technology back into the stone ages.

      The oceans rose, swallowing the coastlines and depositing waste onto the sandy shores. It was as if the sea had vomited up hundreds of years’ worth of trash, cleansing it in one massive wave—blocking our access to the water. All the speculation about California being swallowed by the ocean one day turned out to be wrong. It was the southern coastlines that paid the largest price. Giving up their land to the icy blue depths as if in sacrifice.

      It took almost fifty years for humanity to reclaim its coastlines, giving us access to the ocean once again.

      Fires had raged, leaving behind endless wastelands and only a few old buildings managed to escape the inferno. New life shoved its way out of the scorched earth, healthy and strong. Once the last embers had died out, previously extinct plants came back with a vengeance, giving humanity access to ancient healing that had been lost to it for thousands of years.

      After a short period of uncertainty and fear, humanity clawed its way back from that devastation and rebuilt the cities and reclaimed the land. Building structures inspired by both the Victorian era and the Wild West, mixing them in with the crumbling buildings from the 21st century. A jarring mishmash in a society that could not seem to decide on what it wanted to be.

      I hoped it would settle back into the Victorian age. I rather liked the stone buildings. Less chance of it all crumbling down again. And from what I’ve seen of the architecture of the 21st century, it couldn’t hold a candle to Victorian beauty.

      Betsy clopped along, her hooves clacking against the stone, sending an echo down the deserted street.

      A swath of light from a building farther up, shone on the ground, cutting through the darkness. Maybe someone was open.

      A community barn loomed up ahead. The wooden sign had a crude drawing of a horse on it. It swayed in the briny breeze that blew over the street—its hinges creaking, mixing in with the rush of warm wind. I glanced up at the sky and watched as the rain clouds rolled slowly over the city, covering the sliver of a moon. I’d hope to find shelter before the storm came in. Looks like I’d made it just in time.

      “Are we stopping?” Pearl asked.

      “Yeah. We might as well take shelter and continue searching in the morning.” I glanced over my shoulder. “It will give our tail time to show himself.”

      Pearl came to a full stop, turning the top part of her body around in that eerie way she did. She had a mixture of both humanoid and mechanical parts and looked like a woman stuck inside of a soup can with two shapely arms and legs and two small mounds fashioned in front to resemble breasts.

      Her facial structure resembled the family’s: doe-shaped eyes and full lips. My mother had sewn together a wig of long black hair to run down her back like ours. When I was older, I’d tried to paint her a russet brown color like me. I’d learned two things from that misguided attempt. One, you couldn’t put regular paint on alloy and hope it looked real. And two, Pearl had also been programmed with a personality like my grandfather’s based on the long-suffering sighs she gave me while I was painting her.

      She never removed the paint, leaving one of her arms to resemble a battle wound.

      She was the first model my grandfather built that could, except for her torso, pass for human.

      Pearl stared down the street. “He’s a crafty one. I still think you should have let me go and introduce myself.” Whoever the stranger was, he did not want Pearl introducing herself. There would be nothing left when she was done with him.

      “No. Let him come to us.” I was more than a little curious to meet the dumbass who had decided to follow me across the New Collective.

      “You think Blankeon sent him to keep tabs on you?” Pearl asked.

      “I don’t know,” I said, thinking. I wouldn’t be surprised if he had. It was taking me much longer than usual to bring in my bounty. Blankeon wasn’t a patient man. And he was not above withholding the rest of my money out of spite alone. Especially if he felt I didn’t complete the job in a timely manner. Which would lead to an altercation, leaving one of the few people who were willing to hire me dead.

      When I’d first started my trade, very few would hire me. And those who even entertained a meeting with me usually ended up laughing in my face. The laughter always died when I plowed my fists into their faces. My honor might have been avenged, but that didn’t leave me with a job. So, I had to keep Blankeon happy. And that meant bringing in Covington. Dead or alive. I was leaning more toward dead. He’d caused me enough hassle. And I had no plans to drag him back across the unforgiving terrain still kicking.

      Betsy jerked at her reins. I rubbed her neck to calm her.

      A figure stepped out of the shadows. Over six feet, wearing a wide-brimmed black hat, his long coat bellowed—exposing a revolver on his hip—as he moved on silent footsteps toward us. I pulled my SIG pistol from its holster on my left thigh and pointed it in his direction.

      “Easy now,” the man said. “Just come to give you a warning.”

      “Oh, I don’t like the sound of that,” Pearl said, and shined her scope in his dark green eyes. He shielded his face, twisting his mouth into an ugly sneer. A few days’ worth of stubble rested on his weather-worn skin.

      Underneath the coat, he wore dark leather pants and a black shirt with silver buttons. His dark eyes continued to assess me and Pearl. Probably looking for weakness. He wouldn’t find any. While my SIG pistol could put a lovely hole in all that black, Pearl would rip his heart out of his chest with minimal effort.

      Finally, he raised his hands as if trying to show that he meant me no harm. Pearl moved closer to him, and I let the gun rest by my side. After a brief hesitation, he let his arms fall. He gave Pearl a wary glance and then focused back on me. “Sheriff has imposed a curfew. I just wanted to make sure you were aware.” The way he said “sheriff” gave me the impression he didn’t much care for the man.

      “Does that curfew extend to you as well?”

      He sneered. “The sheriff likes to think it does.”

      Betsy shifted, restless. I gave her a soothing pat and climbed down so I could face the stranger. I shoved my pistol back in its holster and stepped toward him. “What happened here?”

      He paused, giving me a once over, his gaze finally settling on my face. “A family out near on the bayou was found dead last night. Some believe it was wild animals.” He looked down the street. “But we all know a Soulless One has come to town.”

      Not good. A Soulless One—especially the newly turned—could level an entire town before it satiated its thirst. And yes, their kills resembled an animal attack. All except for the fang marks in the neck. The telltale sign of the Soulless One’s kill. It was also the basis for the vampiric myth of blood drinking.

      “If you think a Soulless One is roaming the streets, why are you out here in the open?” I asked.

      He gave me a twisted smile. “Me and my boys are hunting it. Doing that worthless sheriff’s job. Instead of making everyone stay inside, he should have rounded up a few of us to help flush out that evil son of a bitch! Instead, him and his deputies sit behind locked doors, hiding. Protecting their own asses.”

      Idiots. The only thing they would be able to do was piss it off before it tore into them, seeking their souls.

      “Do you even know how to kill one?” I asked. It was a stupid question. But if I could dissuade this idiot from setting out on a suicide mission, I would.

      He pulled a gun from his hip and opened the cylinder, showing me a row of silver bullets.

      I sighed. “Silver alone won’t kill it.”

      His face scrunched up. “What do you know?” he asked, his tone suggesting he thought I was clueless. I was surprised when he didn’t start waxing on about how to kill a Soulless One. About all his vast knowledge on the subject. I’d run into a few people just like him. All of them dead now.

      I sighed again and turned from him—unable to keep the disgust and frustration off my face. I glanced down the way we came. If sixty people were holed up inside of Josephine’s, maybe they believed there was a Soulless One roaming the streets as well.

      I cursed inwardly. Of course, my pursuit of Frank would lead me here. To the very things I usually hunted. Coincidence? I didn’t know.

      I wanted to tell the idiot to go inside.  To explain to him how the Soulless were really killed. But telling him that would put me in danger. Some secrets just could not be told. And even if they did learn how, they wouldn’t be able to obtain the means to do so.

      Besides, the twisted sneer on his face told me I’d be wasting my time anyway. If he and his boys wanted to hunt down a Soulless One, despite the stories of others who had set out on a similar pursuit and ended up dead, then nothing I said would stop them.

      I looked up at the sign. “This your stable?”

      He spat on the ground and slid his hands in his pockets, a mixture of nonchalance and defiance in his body language. “No,” he said finally. “Carl Stevens owns the place. You can board your horse there tonight and settle up with him in the morning.”

      I jerked my head back toward Josephine’s Place. “Is the hotel full?”

      He glanced at the aforementioned place; a quizzical look crossed his face. “Only place taking guests is Willow Sin at the end of street,” he said, not looking at me. “Strange that,” he added as if he were talking to himself.

      “Why?” I asked.

      He turned back to me. “Why what?”

      “Why is it strange Josephine’s isn’t taking guests?”

      He shrugged, dismissing the question. My curiosity was piqued. Could be the hotel was full, given the number of people inside. But something in his behavior felt off. Like he couldn’t understand why Josephine’s wasn’t open either.

      I pointed at Willow Sin. “Why send me to a brothel?” There had to be other hotels in town.

      He gave me a mischievous look, his eyes roaming down the length of my body. “Because you should fit in nicely.”

      “Parasol, I do believe this rattlesnake called you a hooker.” Pearl moved forward. “Where are my manners.” She extended her hand.

      “Pearl,” I warned, “leave it.”

      She turned and gave me a look loaded with frustration. She knew I could take care of myself. But it didn’t matter. Despite her being technically younger than me, Pearl liked to think of herself as my big sister. Always ready to jump in and defend my honor. The one time I did let her come to my defense, the man had ended up in a coma for a month. And I had to pay the hospital bills or end up in jail.

      I pulled the picture of Covington from my pocket and showed it to the stranger. “Have you seen him in town?”

      He glanced at the picture then back at me. “You a bounty hunter?” he asked, his voice heavy with sarcasm.

      I didn’t answer. Just kept my gaze steady on him, waiting.

      Men, even in this century, still believed women were good for only a few things: cleaning, cooking, warming their sheets, and birthing their children. While I would love to show him just how wrong his thinking was, I had a job to do.

      “He came through here yesterday. Bought up all the relics from the 21st century at Pat’s, then spent some money at Willow Sin.” He gave me a half smile. “Man liked to wave his money around. Warned him he could get robbed that way.”

      Seems this man loved to warn people. And I got the impression the man in front of me would have been the one to rob him.

      I still couldn’t figure out why Covington was spending all his money on items from the past? More importantly, what was he doing with them? As far as I knew, he only had a single horse to carry them with. When I questioned the people in the last town, they said they didn’t see him carrying anything. Only buying new items. Was he trading them? Stashing them somewhere?

      “Is he staying in town?” I asked.

      He shook his head. “Haven’t seen him today.”

      I thanked him for his time, took Betsy’s reigns, and led her toward the barn. A part of me wanted to try and save the foolish men who had elected themselves as Orleans’ posse. Afterall, it was what I did. But I couldn’t risk it.

      “You pondering helping them?” Pearl asked, reading my mind.

      I shook my head.

      “Good. You can’t fix stupid, Parasol. No matter how hard you try.”

      She was right, of course. Nothing I did or said, besides joining his ragtag group, would help him.

      Which meant he and his boys would be dead by morning.
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      We stepped inside the barn. My boots crunched on the woodchips scattered across the floor, stirring up dust that danced in the meager light. I scanned the rectangular room. It had seen better days. Gouges made by both man and horse riddled the walls in a maddening pattern and long streaks marred the rough wooden floorboards. It was as if at some point, someone or something had attempted to claw its way out of the confined space. A few holes in the walls let in the briny scent from the bayou as well as the muggy heat to mix with the scent of horses and hay. Nine individual stalls—three currently occupied—were set against the back wall, and a grooming area sat directly in front.

      I led Betsy to the water trough and removed my bags while she drank. Everything I owned was contained in those three bags. One for ammunition and weapons, one for personal effects, and one for the few articles of clothing I owned—mostly jeans and a few tops. I opened my ammunition bag and pulled out a small, slender black case. Red velvet lined the inside. A dual-barreled gun rested inside, along with five silver bullets and five transparent capsules made from Aquagold and silver alloy. Three vials of a substance that allowed me to see the Soulless also lay inside.

      Each capsule held 21 grams of a burnt-orange mist. The stolen soul of a Soulless Ones victim. This mist escaped the Soulless One when they were killed. My grandfather had given me twenty a month ago. I’d need to send word for more.

      A horse in the nearest stall rose and kicked his door. The metal hinges rattled but held.

      “Might be better to put Betsy in the back,” Pearl said.

      Other horses could sense the strangeness in Betsy. Not able to make out what she was, their first instinct was to attack—leading to Betsy defending herself.

      I walked Betsy to a stall near the back, away from the other horses. Pearl followed me. From her silence, I could tell she was working her way up to something and, given what the stranger had said, I could guess what it was. I, too, was struggling with my initial feelings on not helping.

      Once I’d secured Betsy in the stall, I pulled an apple from my bag and fed it to her. It was the only thing she could eat. The arsenic in the seeds was the only thing she could digest due to her mechanical parts. Although she has chewed on a few people a time or two. But only when she sensed them as a threat. Unable to take Pearl’s silence anymore, I turned to my mechanical sister, lifting a single eyebrow in question.

      She stared at me for a bit, her thoughts cycling. “We might have to hunt the Soulless One,” she finally said, resignation in her voice.

      She was right. Despite both our resolves to allow the idiots in town to march willingly to their own deaths, we knew we couldn’t leave unless the Soulless One had been dealt with. My only issue was, once I got involved, I risked exposing my, and my grandfather’s, secrets.

      The Soulless Ones were beings that had lived on this earth for thousands of years. The original? Some called him the first murderer. The first-born son of Adam and Eve. While he did slay his brother, it wasn’t out of jealousy. He had bargained away his soul, and when the torment and pain set in, he killed his brother and took his soul to ease his suffering.

      Many theories on how to kill a Soulless One have surfaced over the years. These ideas have reduced them to vampires who drank blood, hid in coffins during the day, had an aversion to silver and garlic, and couldn’t cast a reflection in the mirror.

      The hypothesis about silver was only partially true. The only way silver could kill them was if it were used along with the stolen soul from a dying Soulless One. And the only way to obtain the soul was to kill a Soulless One and extract it.

      They didn’t feed on blood. The Soulless Ones fed on souls. Having lost their own, they were in a constant state of pain. A newly turned one could mow through an entire town trying to satiate their thirst. But the older ones had learned to live with the pain. Learned to only feed when necessary. Learned to make the souls they consumed last longer. And they were the only ones who had the strength and control to make new ones.

      Of course, if one didn’t have any ammo to kill them, one could try severing their head. Sadly, a few had tried and ended up being food instead. No, a beheading would only work if the Soulless One were weak and caught off guard. Not a scenario anyone should bet on. And when all else failed, fire would work. But you had to wait till the flames died down to finish them off. Otherwise, they could rise again.

      I secured my bag over my shoulder. Pearl followed me out of the barn, waiting for me to answer. I needed to come up with a strategy. One that would ensure I could bring down the Soulless One with what I had. Now, I just had to hope there was only one of them roaming the streets of Orleans.
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      Willow Sin sat between a newly constructed western saloon and an outdoor barbeque joint. I climbed the steps of the saloon, my boots thumping on the wooden planks. Darkness greeted me when I peered inside. All the stools and even the bar had a coat of dust on them. And the stench of stale beer and sweat hung in the air. I descended the stairs and took in the barbeque place. Picnic tables surrounded a large, steam-powered grill. It looked as if it hadn’t been used in a while.

      A handwritten sign out front said the place would be closed until further notice.

      Yet, Willow Sin sat between the two, lit up like a Christmas tree.

      The two-story French inspired building was painted white with pale yellow doors. Magnolias sat in a flower box underneath all the windows. The green awning over the door had a painting of a woman wearing a corset and a man with his jeans so low on his hips you could just make out the line of hair surrounding his manhood.

      I pulled open the doors and warm floral-tainted air rushed out. A fire blazed in the fireplace against the wall. Two old fashioned wood-trimmed couches sat across from one another, with a dark wood coffee table sitting in between. A single chair sat off to the side. Cozy.

      A woman sat in the front room with a shotgun resting on her bare thighs. Long red hair pulled up into a bun with a few stray tendrils surrounding her face, she regarded us out of deep blue eyes.

      “What’s your pleasure, darlin’?” she asked, her red-painted nails tapping lightly on the gun barrel.

      “You greet all your customers with that shotgun?” I asked as I eased my hand toward my own, just in case.

      The woman shifted her gaze to Pearl, assessing, then smiled, her whole face lighting up with the gesture. “Can’t be too careful right now.” She stood, giving us an unobstructed view of her black camisole and bare legs. “New Orleans isn’t too safe right now. Folks are packing up and leaving.” She leaned the gun against the chair and pulled her black, silk robe around her. “Figured I’d get a feel for the person coming through the door before I let them see my girls.”

      “You do seem to be the only business open,” I said.

      She nodded. “No amount of danger would ever stop a horny bastard seeking out some company.” She studied me for a minute. “Yet, you don’t look as if you’re pursuing a good time.”

      It was my turn to smile. I stepped forward. “No. Not looking for a good time. My name’s Parasol Daring.” I jerked my head toward Pearl. “This is my sister, Pearl.”

      “Eliza Willow. Most folks call me Ella.” She looked at Pearl. “An automaton for a sister. Must be the best kind. My own sister cleaned me out and left when she was eighteen

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/btctwo.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/btcone.jpg





OEBPS/images/btgtit.jpg
A{Mr/th Tide
PUBIISHING







OEBPS/images/souless.jpg
0®
©) THE SQULLESS ONES
@ @Q (<} BY € VoNZALE TEWIS

@
@Q





OEBPS/images/front-hd-copy-5x8.jpg





OEBPS/images/spelement40bwww-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/mtptranslogo.jpg
Mic
PUBLISHING





OEBPS/images/spelement40bwww.jpg





