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            FLY BALL BY DAVIA SACKS

          

        

      

    

    
      They were an incongruous congress of curious characters.

      Billy, from Billings, liked bowling, Dan liked to dance, Don was a con, Lois loved lapis and lapped up Lapsang, Brenda broke bread with Brendan and Bronwyn, and Barbie was a barber.

      Felicia, a Falasha, loved falafel, but when she’d eat it, she’d feel awful. Phillip would fill up on filets, Luke liked fluke, Todd liked cod, Chad liked shad, and Jake liked hake baked in a cake.

      Lisa was leasing a Lexus, Ben bought a Benz, Audie drove an Audi, and Rhonda had a Honda. Tessa drove a Tesla, and they detested her for that.

      Andy loved Candy, but Candy loved Randy, but Randy loved Mandy, and Mandy loved Sandy. But Sandy loved Brandy, and Brandy did too. So much did she love it, she drank too much of it.

      Laura had lured them to a party in Peter’s parlor with the promise of pricey prizes, jaunty joviality, and much mirthful merriment.

      But Laura had lied, and here they were, tangled and trapped in the snarled snare of Webster’s web; the calamitous, catastrophic conclusion of this treacherous treasure hunt; fed, fueled and fired by their gluttonous greed; a massive, muddled, mangled mess of their own misguided making.

      And they knew there was no way out.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ARACHNA-FRIENDS BY CHRISTINE KING

          

        

      

    

    
      “The villagers are revolting again,” Esme said as she settled into my armchair with a cup of tea and Salem on her lap.

      “What about now?”

      “You apparently. They’ll be up here tonight to burn the witch, you know, torches, pitchforks, the lot.”

      I sighed. “What have I done this time?” I settled opposite her on the other side of the hearth, giving my cauldron a quick stir first. Tonight’s tea, beef stew!

      “Well, apparently young Meghan from the tavern started it all,” Esme said giving Salem a tickle behind her sleek black ears. Ecstatic purring ensued.

      “Meghan? She was here last week buying a love potion. She paid for the extra strong version – did something go wrong?” I was puzzled. My potions never failed and Meghan had the advantage of being very attractive. I rarely went into the village, relying on Esme and other good friends to provide me with all the gossip.

      “Oh, it worked all right!” Esme chuckled. “Unfortunately, the potion went into the wrong tankards and she now has the butcher’s lad besotted with her and the squire’s son madly in love with the vicar’s daughter. Meghan’s furious.”

      I sipped my tea and shook my head. “Well, I did warn her to be careful,” I said. “But why the revolt?”

      “Apparently a fox got into a henhouse, one of farmer Brown’s pigs died in childbirth and quite a bit of milk went sour.”

      I looked out of the window at the blazing sunshine – a hot day in one of the hottest weeks in the summer. I shook my head, no point in stating the obvious. The villagers were a superstitious lot and whatever they deemed to be a run of bad luck was obviously the fault of the local witch.

      “Oh well, I suppose I’d better decamp to the beach hut for a couple of weeks. Help me pack up, will you? I was going to go there anyway but I was just waiting to see if Mrs Jenkins’ baby came first.”

      I might have been a witch but I was also the local wise woman, healer and midwife. I knew they’d miss me when I was gone but I really should get out of harm’s way until tempers died down and the hotheads remembered I did more good than harm.

      Esme looked around my cosy little home. “It would be a shame if they wrecked your house though.”

      I lifted the cauldron off the fire and damped it down. It was far too hot for stew anyway. Moving quickly, I went into the bedroom and emerged a few minutes later with my basket and bag packed with a few essentials. The beach hut had everything I needed and was protected from prying eyes by a powerful cloaking spell.

      I followed Esme’s gaze, a smile lifting my lips. “Cloaking or arachnafriends,” I mused.

      Esme returned my smile. “Oh, the arachnafriends I think. Most people are very wary of spiders.”

      We left the cottage a few minutes later, Salem trotting placidly beside us. I stood at the edge of the garden, set down my basket and the carpet bag and raised my arms.

      I started the incantation and as I spoke, the woods around my cottage started to rustle, the bushes vibrating with movement as thousands of spiders, ranging in size from tiny to gigantic emerged from the woods. I had left the door open and they crawled inside over and around the cottage, spinning, weaving and covering it, inside and out with silken, silvery webs. The webs were coated in a thick sticky substance which if anyone touched it would burn and irritate their pale human skin.

      Then they started on the garden and the wall surrounding the cottage until within minutes the cottage had blended into the woods, hidden from view by the webs of a hundred thousand spiders.

      Even those villagers who knew where I lived would hesitate to try and penetrate the wall of webs surrounding, hiding, protecting the witch’s cottage.

      I nodded, well satisfied with the result. My home and all its contents were safely cocooned until I decided to return, by which time the villagers would be so relieved to see me that all talk of black magic and evil powers would be long forgotten.

      “Does this stuff wash off?” Esme enquired as we made our way down the forest path towards the coast. A pleasant hour’s walk would bring me to my beach house and now I was on my way, I was really excited about my summer holiday!

      “Oh yes, a reversal spell usually clears it up in about an hour. There’s sometimes a bit of stickiness left but that soon washes off.”

      We parted company at the crossroads and Esme went on her way back to the village and I, together with my faithful familiar, the lovely Salem, carried on our merry way for a few weeks of sun, sea and barefoot walks on our beautiful beach. I sighed with contentment, really, they didn’t realise what a favour they were doing me, bringing my summer holiday forward a month. I spared a moment to feel sorry for Meghan though. Even when she was buying the love potion I could have told her that the squire’s son was not for her. I saw her future quite clearly and it did not include any kind of luxury or balls or society parties.

      My palm tickled and I opened my hand to find a stray spider nestling there. I smiled and whispered to it. It jumped down and scuttled away, heading in the direction of the village and, more specifically, the local tavern. I hoped Meghan did not kill it when she found it weaving webs in her room. It was terribly bad luck to kill a spider.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A SHORT ENTRY FROM THE ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF LITTLE-KNOWN ODDITIES OCCURRING IN THE NATURAL WORLD BY SIR HECTOR CONFABULIST

          

        

      

    

    
      What we term a tangled web is, in actuality, a bew. Only becoming a web when the bew is tangled.

      Bews are not created by spiders but, rather, by a meek little creature called the Drepsi, believed to have originated in The Anagram Forest.

      Bews are rarely to be seen since, immediately after their creation, a spider – behaving similarly to a cuckoo – muscles in, kicks the Drepsi out, takes over the bew, and tangles it.

      Clumsy spiders may accidentally turn a bew into an ebw or, even, a bwe. However, both these rapidly collapse, being both inherently unstable and unpronounceable.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CREATURES OF THE CITY BY KEITH ERRINGTON

          

        

      

    

    
      Foreign tourists visiting Ho Chi Minh City (formerly Saigon) will most likely remember it for three things: the amazing street food available in the centre on almost every corner, the mad traffic chaos of shoals of scooters negotiating their way around street corners, and the telegraph poles with their associated massive nests of wires that seemingly run from every corner to every other corner.

      If you haven’t seen them, they are hard to imagine. Hundreds of wires festooned around every pole – and then going off in all directions. Junction boxes casually hanging from the poles – many of them missing covers or just open. The poles are a fire hazard; in recent years, one exploded when a worker climbed up to carry out some maintenance. Some are so heavy they represent a danger to nearby shops and houses.

      Despite their iconic status – featuring on tee-shirts, mugs, and other tourist souvenirs – a programme of removal and burial of the lines has been taking place over the past sixteen years. A highly complex task, it requires intense cooperation between multiple agencies. Many streets have been cleared of the poles, but many more remain.
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        * * *

      

      Nam Văn Minh had been working on the project for some months, when he first noticed the web. He was up a pole tagging cables and disconnecting the known dead ones, when he spotted a curious arrangement of wires. They were hard to see amongst the dozens of others clustered around his side of the pole. Minh looked closely, and he could see that these wires went round and round the pole. They didn’t head off towards another pole, but just wound round.

      After sorting the current batch he was terminating and removing, Minh pulled at one of the wires in the weblike structure. It held fast, so Minh traced it around the pole a few times. After half an hour, he still could not find an end. In fact, he was fairly convinced he had made the same pass through the tangle a few times, but that was madness. It would suggest that the wire was an endless loop – connected to itself like some sort of copper and plastic ouroboros. Frustrated, Minh cut the cable and extracted it from the pole. It was a good thirty metres in length, and when he brought it down to the ground, he could see only the two ends where he had cut it. He shook his head and returned to his task.

      Later that week, he was working on a pole on the next corner and stopped to wipe his brow. Out of the corner of his eye, he caught something moving on the pole where the web had been. He blinked, and it stopped. He dropped off the pole he was working on and walked back down the street. He looked up. Nothing moved. He stared for some minutes, then shook his head and went back to his work. But he kept glancing down the street, and every now and then he thought he noticed a slight shifting of the wires.

      After a while he came down to ground and headed to his uncle’s photographic shop. Borrowing some binoculars, he sat at the top of his working pole and waited. He trained the binoculars on the other pole, and sure enough, he could make out some slight movement, and then, a sudden glimpse of silver and gold. Something metallic maybe? Whatever it was, it seemed to be moving and pulling cables. Minh jumped down and ran to the other pole. He climbed up and studied the rat’s nest of wires, but saw nothing.

      At lunchtime, he sat on his scooter with several other workers just outside his favourite street food vendor and told them what he had seen. He thought they would think him mad, but it was like the floodgates had been opened and they all recounted stories of strange webs, mysterious movements of wires and occasionally, rarely, glimpses of something silver and gold.

      Minh worked hard that year, and although he kept his eyes open, he never saw another web or anything else untoward. Eventually, near the end of the working season, the wires had all been stripped from the poles; the poles had been removed, and all the services were finally underground.

      A few months later, he was called in to address a problem with the cables running under the streets. His supervisor directed him to the corner of two streets. Minh recognised the corner as the one where he had seen the web. At the side of the road was an inspection hatch, installed earlier that year. Erecting a barrier and signs around it so as not to be enveloped by scooters, he removed the hatch.

      There were all the cables in neat straight lines, all colour coded and strapped with ties. He popped his head down the hole and looked up the small tunnel – only just a bit bigger than the bundle of cables. A few feet up, he could see a dark mass. Using a torch, he could see it was a web of wires wrapped around the cables. Digging into his work bag, he pulled out a small inspection camera and a screen. Fitting the camera to a series of rods, he threaded it carefully down the tunnel and gently poked it through the web of wires. Just for a second, almost too brief to register, he caught a glimpse on the viewscreen of a spider-like creature, its body metallic silver and gold, scuttling away along the tunnel into the darkness.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A TANGLED WEBB BY BENJAMIN DOUGLAS

          

        

      

    

    
      Coriander Bloch was sat on a stool on one side of a big table, in some underground bunker maybe? Taken without warning by police and army types? The five men and women on the other side of the table continued to hurl bizarre and confusing questions and latterly many accusations. Something about guided localised something or other. “We know that you …” “Evidence all points to…” “Your contacts have betrayed you bigtime so…”. It was scary but also quite exciting!

      Coriander shifted slightly as an older woman (very stern-faced and smelling slightly of Gin (?) not that Coriander had ever drunk such stuff…much), leaned forward and attempted a motherly smile. “Coriander my dear, it really is time for you to admit where you are at, regarding all of this subterfuge and play-acting. Your skills on your laptop and on the dark web are… exceptional…yes?”

      “Well thank you, Ma’am. I am top of my class at school…” She was interrupted by a skinny guy with wonky and awful stained teeth. Distracted, Coriander mused and lost concentration. “Sorry sir, but could you repeat that please?”

      He drew a long breath and bared those awful teeth again. “Not just at school but internationally, young woman, and at the behest of our enemies!”

      “Be-what?”

      The older lady interrupted. “Behest, dearie. It means at their bidding? Or invitation, for reward?”

      She heard once again muttering from the others. “Technical Automated Nuclear…” something or other, said a big guy in a naval uniform.

      Coriander looked down at her interlaced fingers and pondered for a moment. “You mean I’m international? And ermm… working for enemies… overseas?”

      Wonky teeth guy and some others all started shouting.

      Coriander began got upset and just lost it. “Shut up, SHUT UP! ALL OF YOU! You drag me here, missing the audition for the show at the theatre, it took me loads of time to put all of this make-up on, shout at me loads of guff that means nothing at all, talk like those guys on FBI telly shows and… and… just… hang on Bad-Tooth Fairy…” She pointed at him as he flushed red. “…you said ‘Young woman’?” He nodded. “Just how old do you think I am?”

      He opened the file at his side, leafed through a few pages and smiled. “Well young lady, you are in point of fact, 21 years of age!” He shut the file with a flourish.

      Coriander looked slowly about her. At each face in turn. She now ‘had the floor’. “I’m Fifteen next May. Bad Tooth Fairy!”

      There followed a sequence of shouting, shaking of heads, pointing of fingers and fists, tearing of hair and Coriander caught snippets such as “…how could you not know?” “Don’t look at me, I only…” “…not even within my remit…” “…and there’ll be hell to pay if this ever…” “Who authorised that file?” Weird nuclear stuff was mentioned again.

      Taking a bit of a risk, Coriander tapped loudly on the table using her class signet ring. Tap, tap, TAP! It all went quiet and all eyes were again on her.

      She pointed. “You. Lady… Ma’am whatever, spell it all out slowly. This Nuclear, automated, something or other. Spell it out, SLOWLY!”

      “Tertiary Automated Nuclear Ground-based Localised Evasion. TANGLE. That’s what we know you’ve hacked, and are preparing to sell on the dark web!”

      Coriander looked into the middle-distance, eyes unfocused and turned those words over and over, right hand raised as if to say ‘Just wait a moment, I’m thinking’.

      Bad Tooth Fairy whispered, “We’ve got her now. Here comes the confession.” He leaned forward, baring those awful teeth.

      He jumped when Coriander snapped her fingers. “Oh, this is so funny. I hope you’re all well insured. My dad’s best buddy is a Barrister in Berlin. He’ll just love this!” There were gasps. She sat back on her stool and folded her arms. “T A N G L E is the name of my new cat! He’s been a handful but I’ve got him sorted now… well anyway, my best friend just joined her divorced dad out in Berlin. The Barrister, remember?” There were several uncomfortable murmurs around the other side of the table. “She’s Julie WEBB. Jet black hair, real pretty. We all call her DARKY-WEBB. She’s been worried about Tangle as he was pooing wherever he chose. Well, he’s trained now and he’s a little cutie.”

      She leaned forward and pointed. “What you, Bad Tooth Fairy and Admiral Blimp over there, and the rest of you have got your thick heads all twisted-up about is me and Darky Web talking about how I’ve figured TANGLE out! What a pack of goofs!”

      No one on the other side of table said a word. Several were putting files back into their briefcases. The older lady said, “We’re very sorry.”

      Coriander cocked her head on one side and said “Some of you guys are like… spies? It seems I’m rather good at this kind of figuring secrets out thing. Any chance of a job when I graduate?” There were a few smiles around the table and nods exchanged.

      Later that year as a fifteen-year-old with ten ‘O’Levels, six at grade A, Coriander had her first tour of the MI5 building overlooking the Thames. Subject to a First at Oxford or Cambridge (Edinburgh at a pinch), in International Studies and Media, a formal interview was offered.

      Coriander was well pleased. As indeed were her Russian handlers.
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            A TANGLED WEB BY PHIL SCULTHORPE

          

        

      

    

    
      Attention!

      Today, I saw some of the most clumsy and, frankly, inexpert web-making it has ever been my misfortune to witness.

      Amateurish is the only word for most of your attempts.

      Not a single Arachnid in this room seemed able to construct something with good geometry and no holes due to dropped stitches. Some of you, embarrassingly, even got stuck to your own webs.

      Generally, when we in Senior Command hold one of these trials, to assess candidates seeking to join the elite brigade, we are resigned to the fact that a proportion of them will disappoint. However, never before in my life have I seen such a gang of shabby silk-spinners as you lot.

      Let me be clear.

      Each and every one of you, following this morning’s exercise, is now on very shaky ground indeed.

      Discharge back to basic, mundane cobweb maintenance duties is staring all of you in the face. For here, in the Special Spider Squadron….

      We

      Expect

      Better!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TANGLED WEB BY J.R. WHITBOURN

          

        

      

    

    
      “Incoming, incoming.”

      “Get down, get down.”

      I dropped straight away into the mulch and mud. The freezing cold slap down barely registered.

      A patter patter of gunfire broke out, full auto mode. Whoever it was, they were really letting rip.

      And then the explosion.

      The inevitable explosion – all sound and fury but making for silence.

      A total silence. I hadn’t even been breathing, I realised. There really was no drug so perfect as adrenaline, you’ll stop everything for it, even drawing breath.

      But I couldn’t stop for long, up ahead I could see where the drone outposts must be – we’d nearly made it. Well, some of us had at least.

      WHIRRR

      The high-pitched noise of electro-drone-death cut through my ragged panting breaths. I needed to stay totally still.

      The pitch got higher – WHIRRRRRR

      The sound got closer and closer – WHIRRRRRRRRRRRR

      Please, please don’t let it be me. I was so close. I was willing it on, just hoping the sound of the drone didn’t stop. That would be death.

      And it didn’t.

      Life never felt so sweet as when you saw a banshee drone fly away and afar. When it became your turn to deal out the death.

      I’d need to be quick; I sat up and set to looking for clues in the direction the drone had flown. It was difficult to see much of anything in the fog that had given us our cover, but I knew what I was looking for and it had to be there somewhere.

      There – I saw the slightest sight of it across a muddy puddle – the unmoving ripple of surface tension gave away the gossamer thin line of thread.

      I could have cut the optical cable and brought the drone down right there and then, maybe even saving the life of one of our own. But they’d just send another, maybe coming for me that time.

      No, this wasn’t like in the good old days when the drones were wireless, and we could get them with some EM interference and then get ourselves away. Still, today’s world had its compensations. I flicked the cable and there it was – the perfect trail to follow back to the lair. One that would lead right to the heart of the spider’s web.

      All around me there’d be the cables from all the drone operators’ previous flights, a web of them. But right now, the web had caught something it’d have been better for it not to. I was going to give an almighty sting.

      I was flying in fast; I needed my revenge; I wanted them dead so much. They called me Hawk for a reason. I cut a quick slit in the maze of anti-drone webbing in my way and squirmed into the forward burrow. Now I’d just need to be careful of the deer cameras, but I knew where they’d be. I was so sure of it; I was going to gamble my life on it. The enemy was lazy, they never bothered to change things, and I knew this place, knew it well.

      I was getting close now, I could hear the low-pitched whirl of cable feeding out. And what was that? Laughter? There were two of them operating the drones – perfect – no one acting as sentry or keeping overwatch. Instead, they were both joking away whilst watching the screens. That was my team they were laughing at.

      My blood boiled.

      “Run little man, run,” one of them said in a strong accent.

      Running would have been the best thing for him, because we were going to get the last laugh. I closed the final distance to the lair, flicked the pin out of the grenade and took a deep breath.

      It was time – I slammed the grenade down into their nest. Their laughs became shouts, and just for a single moment, shouts became screams – before all sound was engulfed in a ground shaking shock.

      I charged in and was amongst them before the smoke had cleared. Maybe they’d have survived the blast? Maybe, if their luck was in. But it wasn’t and instead I was. They never stood a chance.

      As things began to settle, I looked at the drone monitors – all eight of them – and saw all were destroyed. No eyes open to the outer world then. Maybe our man had survived those last few seconds, maybe not. Either way it was time to find out.

      Death had cured the two enemies of being a problem – I sat down next to them and set to it. By the time my ornithopter drone was flapping its wings and ready to fly off, I had company – carrion were already beginning to pick at their bodies and at each other. Fighting over a feast. That was a meal that would feed them many times over – but they couldn’t help themselves. Animals, really and truly. But then, that is the way of the wild, wildlife is an unending war to survive.

      As for me, I was back once again, ready to do my job looking for fresh prey.

      It was so good to be back, laying out fresh optical cable to add to the web.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE CLEW BY MARY CARR

          

        

      

    

    
      See the mighty Theseus, bull slayer, conqueror, abandoner of women. See him return to the Labyrinth again in search of treasure and another sweet sip of fame.

      His feet remember the dance even though his knees protest. His armour shines with newness, the bronze untried because he has put on weight since his last heroic outing.

      At the entrance he pours a little wine to Athena and takes out the fat ball of thread, given him by the love-blind Cretan princess. It sticks to the walls as he unravels it, glowing with a soft golden light. Through the twists and turns, he goes, ever downwards to the centre where the bones of the minotaur lie in the dust.

      But where is the treasure? He was promised by the seer, something worthy of his past deeds, something fit for the hero he was. Nothing in this cold stone chamber is such a reward.

      Cursing the oracle, he turns back, winding up the golden clew as he goes. But what is this, at the next crossing? The thread is knotted and crossed, leading down both passages with the same soft glow. He hesitates then picks the left turn. If he is wrong, he can back track along the line. But when he hits a dead end and returns to the fork, he finds the thread goes three ways now. He slashes at the trail from the way he has come but it tangles round his sword and jerks it from his hand. The more he pulls the more fibres wrap around the hilt and his wrist. Behind him and to the side, thicker strands cross and recross until he is encased in a web covering every exit.

      “Ariadne!” he screams. The clew was her magic, lent to him from new love.

      “No.”

      A clamour of whispers surrounds him and a long, sinewy leg slips through the web and caresses his cheek.

      “Arachne.”
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        We also publish a quarterly themed anthology, available on Amazon in paperback, hardcover and Kindle.

      

        

      
        Folly & Madness (from the Steampunk basket), a wonderful collection of splendifferous steampunkery, rich in steam-powered dirigibles, clockwork automatons, dystopian inventions, blunderbuss pistols, gas lamps, tentacles, gears and goggles, corsets and candlelight.

      

        

      
        Death +70 (from the Post-Apocalypse/Dystopian basket), a disturbingly dark collection, rich in zombies and plague, wasteland raiders and alien invaders, lost tech and ancient lore, nuclear Armageddon, the end of the world and beyond…

      

        

      
        Rum & Rosemary (from the Dark Urban Fantasy basket), a delightfully quirky collection of dark and urban fantasy, rich in stories rooted deep in ancient folklore and legend, some set in the here and now with a sprinkling of the supernatural, some in weirdly unsettling places with just an edge of the familiar.

      

      

      
        
        Justice For Pluto (from the Sci-Fi basket) is a brilliantly quirky collection of science fiction tales, packed with spaceships and stasis pods, aliens and artefacts, sentient AI and space exploration, planetary science and more…
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or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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







