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            An Introduction to Beastie Tales

          

        

      

    

    
      Stories-within-stories hold a unique charm. As an author whose books take a year or longer to write, dropping in a brief allusion to a fairy tale is a quick way to get my storytelling fix without tumbling headlong into a rabbit hole. But rabbit holes, you see, are inevitably fall-into-able.

      So when I created the magical world of Grim Lovelies, I wrote the rough ideas for a few original fairy tales that the characters might tell each other at night. Some of these fairy tales I invented specifically for Grim Lovelies. Some of them, like “The Game of Death”, were an Easter Egg nod to my other works. In this case, it came from my short story called “Hide-and-Seek” in the YA anthology Slasher Girls and Monster Boys. Other fairy tale starts were snippets of various book ideas I’ve had in the past that I haven’t had time to develop. When I dropped the start to these tales into Grim Lovelies and Midnight Beauties, I had no intention of taking them any further that the few lines of prompt. But ah—the rabbit hole loomed. Soon I wanted to know more about these story starts. In “The Goat Lottery”, what happens if the lottery winner reaches into the forbidden left pocket? In “The Northland Maidens”, what befalls the girls sacrificed to the sea? But instead of finishing these tales myself, I had a better idea. I wanted to hear how YOU would complete the stories.

      With over 75 entries, I spent days reading through the submissions. They ranged from traditional to postmodern to Disney sweet to wickedly bleak. Each ending surprised and delighted me. The quality of these submissions was excellent; I can truly say I enjoyed reading each and every one. Picking the winners was agonizing. In the end, I chose the stories that balanced well with the others in the collection and brought something new to the Grim Lovelies lore.

      At the end of the collection, you’ll find each author’s bio and social media links so you can learn more about these talented writers.

      

      Happy reading,

      
        
          [image: signature of Megan Shepherd]
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            White To Red

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        By Holly Underhill

      

      

      

      The witch came out of the sea carrying death.

      Kelp and coral clung to her wild hair, a black as dark as the night itself. Pearls hung from her throat, a pure white that glowed in the light of the sun. As she walked out of the water, her bright blue tail changed into those human legs that were flimsy and hairy. But she would not stay this way for long, and she liked the feel of her toes sinking into the hot sand, the weight of her limbs, like an anchor tying her to the land.

      She passed by those on the docks unawares, her magic a glamour that kept people from calling out to her, from stopping her to sell their merchandise. She did not have time to partake in the market, did not have time to indulge in the chocolate-crusted dough that cooks fried on the streets. She was on a mission, and she did not want to be delayed, no matter how good they smelled. She walked through the city until she reached the castle, which contained the people she’d come to kill.

      If the witch had a name, few remembered it.

      But the King of Kosu remembered it. It was the last word he said upon his lips before he died.

      

      He was handsome and kind, as benevolent toward his common people as he was toward the other nobles. He was strength and wit, intelligent and cautious, and when he spoke, people listened. The sea witch would rise to the surface on the days he addressed his city, the northernmost reach of the kingdom of White Coast. Kosu was rich in trade and arts; the walls were painted with murals, gold etched upon the houses and silver lined the boats that bobbed in the harbor. The ocean clung to the shores of Kosu like it did not want to be parted from the city. The witch hovered there, watching the people sling fish on their backs and talk amongst their own. She didn’t know their language, but it didn’t matter. She knew who they were; the captain of the Watch, who was stationed at the front of the docks to welcome the merchants from the other cities along the coast. The runners with their threadbare clothing and hawkish intelligence, who could somehow glean from a person’s face if they were friend or foreigner. And the King himself, who walked and rode horses along the beaches, his gold-red cloak flowing behind him in the breeze. She learned what she could of him, that he was fair and compassionate, that he loved his son. She learned that he was without a wife, for his last had died in childbirth, and he was searching for the one who will be his new Queen.

      She, the witch who had never ventured far from the safety of her home in the reef, was smitten with this King, so much so that she decided she would become human and win his love. She cast a spell that turned her tail into legs, and it was hard to use them at first, the awkwardness of them almost more than she could handle. She stumbled often as she walked out of the sea for the first time.

      But soon, she was in the city of Kosu, and on her way to meeting the King. The market was packed, and the witch was jostled by the people; it was overwhelming, all of the smells and sights and noises. She loved it, though. It was exciting, and she spent the day learning how to move with her new limbs and trying to find the King. Kosu was even more wonderful than she imagined it would be, yet the King wasn’t around the first few days, and she grew anxious to meet him.

      Her chance happened when she saw a contingent of guards preceding a royal carriage, decked in gold and blood red. She spent so long staring that she missed the cart coming toward her. She yelped and leaped out of the way, but fell on the stones. There was a commotion, and then the witch was staring up at Kosu’s King.

      “Are you all right?” The King’s face was so close, she could see the green in his blue eyes.

      He helped her off the ground, and she steadied herself against his arm. “Yes, quite.” She cleared her throat, and then brushed her clothes off. She smiled when she looked up and caught him staring at her. “Are you always rescuing damsels in distress?”

      “Just the pretty ones,” he replied with a boyish grin. He cocked his head. “But I’ve never seen one half so beautiful as you.”

      The witch hid her pleasure and smile, wanting him to think her mysterious. “Well, I will let you get back to performing your very important duties,” she said, and continued on her way. She knew he would follow her, and he did.

      The King was enchanted by her. They spent days on the beaches riding horses and on the boats that were bigger than most of the houses in the lower part of the city, eating their fill of rich foods and wine. They were languid, unhurried days, and the witch found herself free-falling off a cliff and tumbling into the kind of love she’d only dreamed about. He was passion and ambition, and she was his equal in every way. They had long discussions about politics and the world, about the way to run Kosu and how to deal with the kingdom nearest White Coast, which had been pushing its boundaries for years. The witch was sure that he’d ask her to marry him, and that it was only a matter of when.

      She was even more certain that day had arrived when he asked her to come to the summer ball. She had a special gown tailored; in the color she knew he liked on her best. She wore her hair up in an elaborate style that would be hard to undo, but she felt gorgeous, and the King’s eyes lit up when he saw her across the room. They didn’t dance, but she knew he would sneak away from the party and kiss her senseless in the moonlit garden. She waited, but he never looked her way again, and then he was swept up in the chaos.

      Soon the King climbed up a few steps and faced those gathered, and the music died down when they realized he had a speech for them. “I hope you are enjoying yourselves. Don’t drink too much of the wine, Minister Tiran; we all know how the southern vintage goes to your head.” Laughter trilled through the room, genuine and bright. The people so loved their charming monarch. “It’s our annual summer celebration, but I also invited you all here for a different kind of celebration.” He smiled at the room, and then gestured to his left. A woman walked over, tall and slim and beautiful, and the witch felt her stomach pitch forward with the horrible truth. “Charla has agreed to be my wife.” Applause followed the pronouncement, and the witch feared she would be sick.

      She hurriedly left the ball, and the King caught up to her, grabbing her arm so that she would slow down. He’d never met anyone like her, he swore, but becoming united with the youngest daughter of the oldest noble family would be good for Kosu. He was sorry, so sorry, would she just stop walking away from him and let him explain? They could still be together; he knew how to hide a mistress from his soon-to-be Queen like those before him. They didn’t have to stop.

      It was the wrong thing to say to her.

      The witch ran away, all the way to the sea, where the water covered her tears and her breath felt clear, now that she was out of that crowded room. She let the waves calm her, as they had all her lonely life.

      And when she stopped crying, she began to plan.

      

      It started with a cough.

      The King’s fiancé got sick first, her skin turning a mottled purple and blue, her lips cracked and bleeding sores that popped a red-black sludge that almost looked like what came out of the ocean sometimes. The green of her eyes dulled, and she could no longer form words as it went on. The physicians could not determine the cause, and they did not know how to cure it. So there she lay, dying in her own vomit and stink, until she took her last breath. They burned her body to be safe, and then went back to their homes with relief. The unexplainable illness was gone, and they were unharmed.

      Then went the son, the pride and joy of Kosu, and the king wept for days over the loss of his heir. His own skin was unmarked, and he prayed to his gods to bring his child back, but they did not listen. They weren’t in control of the sickness, and they did not want to face the wrath of a vengeful sea witch.

      She could have touched him there, could have removed the glamour and pressed her fingers against his throat. But no, she wanted him to last longer, to remember how the people he loved the most withered away in pain, and he, unable to help them. And she wanted him to watch his strong, brilliant Kosu fall to ruin.

      The poor and hungry and young were infected first, and she was sorry for it. She could not bear to watch them suffer, so she made it quick and painless. After that, she let the plague spread and swallow the rest of the city. Buildings burned down, apothecaries were looted, and people were placed in quarantines that proved ineffective against the sickness. No one could figure out what was happening, and the more they tried to help, the worse it became, until they accepted that the illness would never go away. They just hoped that it wouldn’t take everyone in their beloved city.

      Their hopes weren’t enough, though, and the witch herself was surprised at how fast and widespread the plague became. Merchants who were in Kosu at the time of the attack went home in those hazy days of the beginning, thinking they were safe because they’d left quickly. But the plague was so great that it reached them anyway, and then consumed their loved ones, and all those who had come into contact with them. Cities along the White Coast continued to fall as the people of Kosu stopped fighting the sickness and were laid to rest. The kingdom was no longer white, but red like the blood of all those who died.

      Such was the power of an angry woman.

      

      Now that Kosu was destroyed at last, the witch approached the King’s bedchambers. His rooms no longer carried the opulence of Kosu. There were no servants left to dust the furniture and shine the gold. There was no one left alive, save for the broken man lying on his back, breaths raspy and heartbeats uneven.

      He was no longer the handsome leader who had led a city of sea folk into becoming the trading center that it was. His hair was long and greasy, his body spoiled with bruises and sores that came from nowhere and did not stop bleeding. Red stained his shirt and bed sheets, and his eyes, which were once a dark brown, were cloudy.

      “W—why, Seranka?” he said, spit slipping down his mouth and chin. She took a cloth from the table by his bedside, the water too warm from days resting in the sun. She wiped the drool and wet his hot forehead, her touch gentle, almost kind.

      She leaned over and her lips curved up in a cruel smile as she whispered to him, “You should have loved me instead.”
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        By Nicole Mainardi

      

      

      

      “Come back before the sun sets, boy,” Declan’s father grumbled from where he sat at the table, the untouched food before him gone cold.

      “I will, Papa,” the boy promised, tightening his cloak around his shoulders and shutting the door behind him.

      This is what the boy and his father said to each other every morning before the boy headed off to the palace, where he looked after the horses at the royal stables: an honor his father often reminded him of.

      Now, all his father cared about was that his only son return home before the sun’s light dipped below the mountains.

      Declan understood, for it had been at night when his twin brother, Tomas, had been stolen on the Marbh Bothar. The treacherous road was the only path from Carraig castle to their village of Baile, and he’d left after the sun had gone down. Declan remembered peering worriedly out the window as dusk settled across the moors, wondering where Tomas was—when something sharp had twisted in his chest, and he’d cried out.

      But it hadn’t been his own pain; it had been the pain of his brother.

      Months had passed since that night, and the Marbh Bothar only grew more dangerous. The princess’s maids told stories of how a terrible beast they called Balor—the demon king—hunted along the road at night. And, each morning, it was discovered that another villager had been taken.

      Declan had garnered more than enough sympathy for his brother being the first of the Togtha—the Taken. But he avoided people at all costs nowadays, and it hadn’t taken long for the sympathy to dry up.

      Declan was content to be left on his own in the stables, brushing the horses, tending to their injuries. Many had told him they thought it a lonely existence, but it was the only thing that could soothe his troubled mind.

      That is, until the day he met the princess.

      “Where’s my horse?” A girl’s voice rang out along the wooden rafters.

      Declan turned at the sound, dropping the brush in his hand as Princess Saoirse stood in the archway, her curved figure and fiery-red hair silhouetted by the late-afternoon sunlight. Having never seen the princess before, he was struck by her beauty as she strutted towards him, a determined glint flashing in her green eyes.

      “I said,” she continued once she stood before him, placing her delicate hands on her hips, “where is my horse?”

      “My apologies, your highness,” he answered, clearing his throat. “I do not know which is yours.”

      She stared at him a moment before pointing at the brown mare he’d been brushing. “That one. The only mare in these stables, and she’s mine.”

      Declan nodded, noting the short sword in its leather scabbard around her hips before swallowing against the force of her gaze. She could have him killed if she wished, he realized, and he wasn’t sure if that frightened or exhilarated him.

      “Where does your journey take you, your highness?” he wondered aloud while he saddled the horse.

      “That’s no business of yours,” she said with as much authority as her position commanded, then sighed. “I suppose someone should know, were I not to return. I’m off to hunt the demon king on the Marbh Bothar.”

      Sharp pain shot up Declan’s spine as he whipped around. “Are you mad?”

      Her mouth dropped open, and he bit his tongue when he realized his mistake, tasting blood.

      “How dare you speak to me that way? I could have you beheaded for that.”

      “I must beg your forgiveness again, your highness,” he said, not sounding the least bit sorry. “But you must know how dangerous the road is, especially with the night approaching.”

      “That is precisely why I must go.”

      He opened his mouth to protest once more when she kept on, “My father refuses to do anything about Balor, claiming the abductions don’t matter because they’re mere commoners.”

      Declan clenched his jaw, biting back his objection. Their king had never been one to cater to the people, but to hear it from his own daughter…

      “If you insist on going,” he said, and surprise flitted across her pretty face, “I’ll accompany you.”

      She shook her head. “That’s not possible. I cannot guarantee your return.”

      Declan grinned. “I’m sure you don’t know who I am, your highness, but my brother was the first of the Togtha. If anyone is going to kill the demon king Balor, it’s going to be me.”

      A smile grew on the princess’s face. “As you wish…”

      “Declan,” he offered.

      “Declan. But please, don’t call me ‘your highness.’ To you, I am merely Saoirse.”

      Declan caught her gaze, wondering what she must’ve seen when she first looked at him: a commoner. He did not appear strong, but he’d wielded a sword all his life. His features were dark, unlike most others in the kingdom, but he was born in Baile. He’d never quite fit in—not the way his twin had, with his fair looks and easy smiles. But if he could avenge his brother, at least he’d feel like he could breathe again.

      “Saoirse,” he said softly, a whisper amongst conspirers.

      The smile dropped from her face, her gaze sweeping over him, and heat brushed up his neck at her attention before she spoke again.

      “Let’s go kill the bastard.”

      

      The silent moors were painted black with the night as Saoirse dismounted her mare. Declan followed, tying his own horse to the tree beside hers.

      “A villager came to my father, claiming he’d seen the demon king disappear into the forest with his cousin at this very spot,” the princess said, and he nodded slowly, peering off uncertainly into the darkness.

      They’d been quiet on the Marbh Bothar. Declan had flinched at every sound the forest made, waiting for the demon king to appear out of the shadows. But Saoirse had remained stoic, one hand on the reigns, the other on the hilt of her sword. Declan felt the weight of his own strapped to his side; she’d found a blade for him rather quickly, and he had a suspicion that she’d simply commanded one of her father’s soldiers to give it to her.

      He’d never met anyone like her, and he found himself wondering what it might be like if she wasn’t the princess. Or if he was a prince. But that mattered little now, when they might both be heading straight to their deaths.

      “I assume you know how to use that thing,” she said, glancing down at the hilt of his sword.

      Unsheathing it, the ringing of the metal harsh against his ears, he flipped the blade in his hand, deciding to be brave for once in his life, and slashed at the branch of the Leatherwood tree near Saoirse’s neck. Her gasp filled the silence as he picked up the red-rimmed Ballerina flower that lay at her feet, and offered it to her.

      “Does that answer your question?” he asked, wondering if he’d just done the stupidest thing in his short life.

      But when she plucked it from his hand, turning away to hide a smile, he thought perhaps he hadn’t.

      “You know,” she said, “if we weren’t about to die, I might’ve kissed you just then.”

      Disbelief and want made his stomach drop, and she laughed.

      “You’re too serious, Declan. Learn to live, while you still can.”

      With that, she strode off into the forest, and he trailed behind before the darkness could swallow her.

      It wasn’t long before they came to a great tree whose roots had grown taller than three grown men, the maw-like threshold lit only by the haunting green light of will-o’-the-wisps.

      “I’d say we found where he lives,” Saoirse murmured.

      Moving cautiously through the first of the fanged roots, blades glinting softly, Declan slowed his breath so that it came only as a whisper. He fought off the chill that crept along his skin the further in they went, as he thought of what to say to Saoirse: to wish her luck, to tell her—he wasn’t sure what, but it felt important.

      When the long tunnel of roots finally ended, they found themselves in a den of broken bodies. The will-o’-the-wisps’ pulsed along the flesh and bone and blood strewn across the peat ground—it was soaked in it.

      He heard Saoirse’s quick intake of breath, and followed her gaze. His grip on the hilt of his sword tightened as he looked at the creature that had stolen his brother:

      Balor, the demon king, perched on a throne of the dead.

      His sinewy form was covered in cracked, scaly skin that resembled blackened tree bark, his fingers long and sharp like knives. Sitting atop his head was a crown made of bony branches dipped in tar, with horns stealing out the sides. But it didn’t seem to be framing any kind of face. Where there should’ve been eyes, a nose, lips, there was nothing, just a cold, sharp jaw—

      “Don’t do something senseless,” Saoirse hissed, and he realized he’d moved past her, closer to the beast that had ruined his life. She gripped his arm tightly, wrenching him back to her side.

      But, at the sound of the princess’s voice, the demon king’s head snapped up, and something fluttered open at the middle of his crown. Declan’s breath shuddered out of his chest: it was a single, golden eye. The demon king stood disjointedly, limbs erratic, until the eye settled on Declan, and his legs gave out from under him.

      Brother… a voice called, invading his mind. Declan grunted as the word sliced painfully through him, and he fell to his knees in the bloody soil.

      Releassse meeeee, the voice begged.

      “Tomas,” Declan called out. “Where are you? Where is he keeping you?”

      I am him, Tomas’s voice claimed. He is me.

      “No!” Declan gasped out.

      “Declan, what the hell is going on?” Saoirse asked, and he realized she was crouching before him, her back to the demon king.

      He looked past her, catching the golden eye of Balor once more. “How do I free you, brother?”

      Kill meeee.

      With a strength he didn’t know he possessed, he stood against the crushing ache in his bones.

      “There must be another way,” he reasoned, grabbing his sword from where it had fallen at his side, his insides twisting in agony. “I cannot kill you.”

      No other way—only you, Declan, he rasped, and Declan flinched at hearing his name in his brother’s voice again. This body… it’s impenetrable, except beneath my crown, between… the horns. But hurry. She comessss.

      She? Declan wondered, but didn’t have time to think about what his brother meant. If his brother was in pain—if someone was forcing him to wear the crown and body of the demon king—then Declan was going to save him. Even if that meant one, or both, of them was going to die.

      “I’m sorry brother,” he said, tears piercing behind his eyes as he took the crown from Balor’s head and threw it to the ground. He gripped his sword with both hands, drew a trembling breath, and—

      “Wait!” a far-off voice called that sounded very much like the princess. But she was standing right behind him…

      “Saoirse?” he asked, turning to her.

      A strange, sickly smirk invaded her lips. “Unfortunately, no,” the stranger said, her voice no longer recognizable. “Though I do wish she’d waited until you’d killed Balor. It would’ve made this so much easier.”

      Her appearance shifted before him, and his grip loosened on his sword as her muddied green dress became swathed in gossamer shadows. They swept over her eyes and along her red locks, staining them black. Ebony ink swirled across her cheeks, marking her as a sorceress—her magic glimmered around her like a sickness. As the shadows settled, he realized he knew this witch.

      Carman. The goddess of malevolent magic.

      Behind her, the real Saoirse appeared. She was bone-thin, her dress only rags now, her red hair lifeless around sunken skin. Her breath rasped as she tried to catch it, and she clutched at her chest.

      “Don’t… listen to her. You can only free your brother if you kill her.”

      She pointed at the witch, who sneered at Declan.

      “I knew I should’ve killed you a long time ago, your highness. Your father deserved to mourn you as you were, but when I return you to his doorstep, he’ll have wished he’d never bore you.”

      Resolve glittered in the princess’ green eyes, dulled only by the murk of their cage. “Then come and get me, you soith.”

      The sorceress bared her pointed teeth at the insult and turned towards the princess—

      Declan gripped his sword with unsure hands and shoved the blade straight into the witch’s heart.

      Carman’s body shuddered, and she screamed as shadows fled from the gaping wound. Declan stumbled back from it, throwing an arm over his eyes—and then the witch was gone, reduced to ashes, her remains soaked with old blood.

      He dropped his sword, his gaze finding the princess before turning towards Balor—his brother.

      The metal scales of the demon king had cracked apart, pieces of his horns shattered among the distorted bodies of the dead. And there was his brother, naked and trembling in the mud.

      Removing his cloak from around his shoulders, Declan picked his brother off the ground and wrapped him in it. He was made of nothing as Declan held him, Tomas’ shallow breathing the only sign that he was still alive.

      “Tomas!” Saoirse—the real Saoirse—called. Declan turned when she appeared beside him, her eyes on Tomas as if she knew him.

      As if she loved him.

      Declan watched his brother open his eyes when she touched him, and he whispered her name like he needed it to breathe. A pang of jealousy ripped through him, and he hated himself for it.

      Then Tomas finally looked at his twin; relief flooded his weary gaze. “Declan, thank the gods. I didn’t know—I wasn’t sure you would come. But you did it; you freed me from my curse.”

      Declan beamed at his brother, whose scratched and bloody face he never thought he’d see again.

      He took Tomas’ cheek in his palm. “I wish I’d known. I would’ve come sooner. I would’ve done something.”

      His twin coughed, closing his eyes, and Declan’s heart constricted when a spatter of blood flecked across his lips. “It’s done now; Carman is dead. It’s over.”

      Tomas opened his eyes again and glanced over at Saoirse, tears cutting down her dirt-caked face.

      “How did this happen?” he asked them.

      Tomas regarded his brother. “That night, on the Marbh Bothar, a fairy came to me. She told me that she could bring our mother back, at a price. So I made a deal with her, idiot that I was. But she asked the impossible of me, and when I couldn’t hold up my end of the bargain, the fairy revealed herself as the witch, Carman, stealing Saoirse and cursing me to become the demon king. To roam the Marbh Bothar each night until I found my next victim.”

      “What was the price, Tomas?” Declan whispered, almost afraid of the answer.

      Tomas swallowed hard. “I had to kill the woman I loved—a life for a life. And I couldn’t do it.”

      Saoirse reached out to Tomas, and Declan realized he’d never known the real princess. This girl was unrecognizable to him, and now the woman his brother had fallen in love with. Maybe he hadn’t truly known his brother, either.

      Bringing Tomas to his feet with great effort, he said, “Come, let’s get you home.”

      On trembling legs, his brother nodded, swinging his arm around Declan’s shoulder, and the three of them walked out of hell.
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        By Violet Holloway

      

      

      

      Life was supposed to be easier when you were the most beautiful girl in your village—the entire country, if the whispers surrounding you since your infancy were to be believed. Yet here Danielle sat, locked in a tower some thousand feet off the ground, counting the moments until her captor would return.

      Never before had her beauty brought her such trouble. She could only remember one time, when a boy had begged her for a lock of her golden hair then screeched at her when she refused.

      She’d never forget the look on that boy’s face when Reid pushed him into the muck. Under normal circumstances the memory brought warmth and a smile to her face, but not now. Her heart hurt to think of Reid.

      If she thought about it, Danielle couldn’t blame her beauty for what was happening now anymore than she blamed herself for the actions of an ill-bred boy.

      The war would not come so far south, the villagers had said, certain that the mountains would contain the bickering of the icy North. Mostly they’d been right: only a prince had come, in search of apples. 

      His hair was the color of the unmelting mountaintops, and Granny said he smelled of war-fire and bad magic. Danielle had given no complaint when Granny tucked her away in the orchard that day, never expecting the prince to slip between the trees to pluck a bushel himself while his men loaded his cart. Never expecting even a warring princeling to see a girl and think she was owed to him as swiftly as a basket of fruit, whisked away without ceremony or consequence.

      Nearly two weeks later, Danielle couldn’t scrub the image from her head of Reid, running after her through the trees as the prince carried her away. It soured her stomach.

      The apples sat in a bowl, taunting Danielle with the smell of home. The first night she’d sat over them, breathing in the sweetness of the orchard. She’d spent the whole day clawing at the walls and floor of her enclosure. Searching for a flaw, a gap, some indication of a hidden door. And when the prince had come and gone, Danielle found herself so overwhelmed that the unexpected gift of stolen apples sent her into hysterics, until fearsome shadows and the clack of claws on the glass roof had hushed her.

      Now a different sort of noise drew her attention. Her heart stuttered in anticipation as a panel of the glass floor glowed and vanished, shimmering back into place as the prince ascended into the room. He laid his basket of nightly gifts on the table. The smell of smoked meat filled the room and set Danielle’s mouth watering.

      “Hello, my beauty,” said the prince, bending at the waist in a languid bow. 

      Danielle perched on the edge of the settee, as still and stiff as a sleeping gargoyle. She didn’t speak, holding her silence with tightly pressed lips. No words could she conjure without spitting in his face, so no sound had left her mouth in the prince’s presence since he’d snatched her onto his horse and her screams had echoed through the orchard with such force she felt sure her words would shake every apple from its branch. 

      Her silence did not deter him. “What a fine night.” He spoke to the ceiling and the stars glittering beyond. Shadows gathered beneath the moon. “A lovely night to become a princess. Won’t you join me, pet?” He sat at the table and waited with an easy, expectant smile.

      Every night he dined before her, unruffled by her stony glares. Every night he asked for her hand. At first she marveled that he would bother asking, but soon realized it didn’t bother him at all. He had no doubt she’d say yes, eventually. 

      It was her only way out of the glass tower.

      He never left more food than enough to get her from one dinner to the next. Maybe he thought the threat of starvation would prevent her from hurling him off the balcony, or that the gift of food would soften her to him, the way a dog learned to love its master as the bringer of dinner.

      “I’m not a brute. I don’t enjoy seeing you trapped here.”

      As though her being here was an unhappy accident. 

      Every night she sat on her settee until he disappeared back down the unreachable glass staircase. Tonight, she crossed the room. She knelt before the fire and lifted the kettle with the edge of her apron. Filthy as it was, she refused any gift of clothing he offered.

      She poured herself a cup of tea. The amber liquid smelled of orange, an expensive luxury she’d tasted only once before. Another unsuspecting orchard raided, she wondered?

      Danielle flicked her eyes to the prince. She bit her lip, as if considering, and passed him the cup, as if reluctant. She poured herself another and sat.

      She watched him over the rim of her cup. Pleased with this show of progress the prince drained his tea before Danielle’s touched her lips. He set down the emptied cup, eyes shining with vigor.

      “Please,” he said, with irises the color of the winter sky and a face that surely could have made another melt. “Say you’ll be mine. Please speak to me.” His eyes watered, a sign this hypothetical other girl might have taken as compassion.

      Danielle lifted the corners of her mouth into a smile. She saw the prince was dazzled, and a little confused. He leaned towards her. His shoulders swayed. 

      Danielle sat tall. “Remember,” she said, her voice strong despite its disuse, his gaze flicking from her mouth to her eyes as his lips parted in a gasp of surprise and understanding, “that I spared your life when I could as easily have taken it.”

      The prince dropped to the floor with a thud. 

      Danielle sprang to her feet, her own hastily discarded teacup shattering on the glass floor. The willow bark, carved from the bedposts and slipped into the tea, burned her lips. She dared not let her tongue touch it, though she tasted the bitterness with every breath. 

      She worked quickly, tying up her skirts the way her mother taught her for harvest, pulling them out of the way and creating a pocket into which she deposited the apples. The basket of food she hooked over one arm. She flung the balcony doors wide, letting the cold air scald away her fear.

      Then she turned to the prince.

      Danielle was more than just a beautiful girl. Granny had seen to that. 

      “Beauty’s fine and well for as long as it serves you,” she’d said when Danielle was a child who had first become cognizant of the power her looks held, having bought herself a plump cherry tart from the baker just that morning with nothing more than a smile. “Keep your wits about you, and you’ll be better off for it. You’ll be cleverer still for all they won’t look past your appearance to see it coming.” 

      Dragging the snoring prince to the balcony was no small feat, not even for Danielle, whose roundness outweighed his size by double. She leaned the prince against the outer wall. 

      Standing on his shoulders, the slope of the roof brushed her fingers. With a small jump she had in it her grasp, and from there it was as easy as pulling herself into the branches of a tree. Distantly she hoped the prince woke with bruises in the shape of her feet.

      Dark shadows awaited her. The winds of the high tower whipped her braid and carried away the screech of the griffins, surprised from their roost. They beat their wings and growled.

      If you were going to be beautiful, it was also necessary to be kind, Granny had said. “The world may yet give you many things, many of which you won’t deserve, on no more merit than your looks. Take the gifts freely given, but don’t you be someone who does nought but take. The world won’t forgive that fault in the end, for all your beauty.” 

      Sliding her feet along the glass, Danielle approached the griffins. For nearly two week’s worth of nights they’d eaten her meals, dumped unceremoniously onto the balcony. They’d watched her through the glass doors, listening as she gave them soft words. No doors protected her now.

      “Hello, pretty ones,” she said, clucking her tongue as she would to call the chickens. “I have something for you.” 

      She dumped the contents of the basket. The griffins eyed her suspiciously. She kept low, her face relaxed and her head bowed. 

      One of them stepped forward. In a flash it snatched a slab of meat, ripping it between talon and beak. Its fellows fell upon the feast. As they ate Danielle moved softly towards them. A single swipe from their claws and she’d be finished, torn apart or thrown from the roof. She reached for the one that seemed most amiable. 

      “Yes, lovely,” she cooed when it did little more than flick its skin beneath her touch like a horse irritated by a fly. “I’m in desperate need of help.” She said it like a confession to a dearest friend. The way she might say it to Granny, or her mother, or Reid. “If you’ll help me get home, I promise you the fattest lamb in our flock as reward.”

      Jumping on the back of a griffin was no easy feat. If she made it back she’d have to thank Reid, who insisted everyone should know not only how to ride a horse but to mount one without a saddle. Of course this was no horse. Before she found herself properly seated the griffin leapt into the air with a rumbling growl. Danielle buried her hands into its fur as the frigid air blasted her face. She half-expected the creature to throw her. Before it had the chance to try, she pressed one leg into its side while pulling the fur of its neck in the same direction. She gave a cry, as much surprise as happiness, when it turned towards home.

      They flew until morning. Soft pink painted the orchard as they glided above it. Careful to keep a tight grip with her legs, Danielle untied her skirts. She watched the apples fall to the sheep field. The griffin tracked the movement like a barn cat hunting a falling leaf. It saw the sheep. Danielle’s belly flipped as they hurtled toward the ground.

      Her legs might have given out the moment they touched the ground, except she’d already seen her family, running from the house as she fell from the sky, coming through the orchard now to meet her. 

      Her baby sisters, her father and mother. Her friend Josephine, and Reid’s mother. Granny, who hadn’t moved quicker than an amble for all of Danielle’s life, galloped towards her. 

      None of them moved more quickly than Reid, a blur of dark skin and copper braids flashing through the trees, as quick as the horses she so loved. 

      “Dani!” she cried, when it seemed she was close enough to confirm what they all saw was in fact Danielle and not a cursed spirit come to haunt them for their loss. 

      Danielle collapsed into Reid’s arms, sobbing with all the things she had not let herself feel in the tower. Reid, wiry and tall, held her up though she shuddered with her own unspent feelings. 

      “I feared the worst,” she breathed into Danielle’s hair. “We searched…How…”

      Her family would soon envelope them, and Danielle thought with a smile that it would be some time before they had another moment alone. She cupped Reid’s face though her hands were frozen claws, cramped from her death-grip on the griffin’s fur. 

      “Don’t worry, love,” she said, pulling Reid’s lips down to meet hers. “I’m home.”
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            The Goat Lottery

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        By Emma Bowers

      

      

      

      It was the incessant noise, the yellow breathed bleating that pushed me to it. Beneath the windows sills at night, underfoot in our shack, beneath the unforgiving sun in the pasture, the shrieking bays drilled ever deeper into my brain. The goats stayed pasted to the backs of my eyelids even in sleep - bearded chins and human teeth. When I tried to swallow the images of their faces with pleasant visions (rare things to me, but all the more powerful I thought for their scarcity), the animal chops remained, frozen mid scream. Yes, it was without a doubt the bleating that drove me to that reckless kind of madness I displayed in the summer of my nineteenth year.

      It was the summer of the heat as well. When April broke through the winter, the sun came out in a fiery rage, decided he rather enjoyed it, and elected to stay without relent like some cosmic guillotine swinging above our necks. The sky bleached and then cracked, severing the piecemeal lives we strove to keep stitched together, for ours was not an easy existence to begin with. In winter, homes teetered with biting winds and in summer they festered with humidity. The ground was gnarled, the goats crooked and bony, and our eyes were stained grey from thin diets and malaise. The heat came like a joke from the gods, but the relief of laughter never came.

      By mid-summer, we matched the goats in wraith-like stature, our bones growing taught and sharp through papery skin, stomachs cinched and small. Yet the bleating never stopped. It grew into a cacophonous drone of squealing that harmonized with that of my infant. Ours was a collective exhaustion and I gleaned no solace from being home, out of the pasture, and away from the sun’s teeth. The babe I had born in the spring, without a husband to claim it, squalled with a desperation I was unused to and hardly knew how to curb. Her tiny fingers, with claw like nails, grabbed for my face leaving long, red scratches around my eyes. My mother and father too, rarely let me be, old and hungry as they were.

      None was better than the other, the bleating or the wailing or the nagging. The sounds all ran together in my head and pooled up painfully behind my eyes. I tried to be gone more than I was there, walking to the pasture before the sun woke and returning only after it had turned its back and darkness fell. The talking in town wasn’t hard to miss. Whispers that I was neglectful, selfish, and loose. That you could buy me for three pence and I would sell my family for less. In my defense, I sold my family for more. Much more than that.

      

             It was after the second goatherd fell dead in his stark field that the lottery appeared. Both goatherds had been ravaged by their own starving goats, so the funeral sheets weren’t lifted for viewing. Afterwards, the bodies couldn’t be buried. The ground, more parched than we were, withdrew into itself and hardened to granite. We burned the bodies instead and the thick flames sent clouds of stone-gray ash into the air that stuck in our throats and settled on our eyelashes like some macabre snow.

      The day after the funeral, a paper was tacked to every barn door in town. The letters that curled and swooped around the page were more decadent that anything I had seen. Thick, lush vines ran green from letter to letter sprouting leaves, blossoms, and fruits. In my life, there had never been anything so verdant, nothing that looked so alive, hydrated and profuse. The paper itself was a miracle, but the offer it held was that of the gods, if not a little sinister. My father read it to us over breakfast, a tradition he kept even after the food ran out. From what I can remember, it went something like this.

      
        
        Lottery to be held this month on the full moon. Bet your life and win the world. If even one wins, the whole town will abound. Now is not the time to work. Now is the time to play – the lottery. Bets shall be taken in the town square every day at noon. There is nothing left to lose and everything to gain.

        

      

      It was signed in a flourish of grass like strokes and in small print below read:

      
        
        Your Humble Servant and Meadow Sprite.

        

      

      

      Refuse, idiocy, and trickery were all words I heard used to describe the strange offer. For days, people skirted the square with deliberate, pious steps, but their grey eyes wandered and flashed with stormy lust at what they saw. Every surface in the square had been hung with garland drapes of the freshest vines. This was forest greenery, none of the shiny hothouse foliage brought in for holidays. These leaves held the gloss and depth of years spent flowering in the deepest moist glen. In the midst of the garish decoration, a small booth had been erected of thick twisting branches and a roof thatched of evergreen. Every day at noon, clockwork in his regularity, a short man appeared, sat patiently in his shaded booth, and left promptly when the hour came to an end.

      A week passed, then a half week and still the sun raged, jeering at us through wide open jaws. On Wednesday of the second week, a lone woman ventured into the square. It was the first dead goatherd’s widowed wife, her stomach distended with child, but the rest of her stringy and thin. I could just see her from where I stood in the pasture and raced to the fence for a better view. All around, people hurried to watch, straying as far from their flocks and children as they dared.

      Feeling our gaze, she wandered slowly nearer the booth with eyes averted all the while twirling something round and round her finger. Her wedding band. It was a wonder it hadn’t yet slid cruelly off her bony finger and been lost in the dust. In a moment she turned to the man whose eyes had been fixed on her from the start. They exchanged a few words and the goatherd’s wife stuck out her hand, reluctantly. I held my breath, blinked twice. Nothing else was said. She slipped the ring off, set it on the table, and fled, head in her hands and feet kicking up yellow dust. When I looked back, the man had both small hands set atop the table and his gaze set seemingly on me. Chills rippled down my knobbed spine, but when I looked up no clouds had covered the sun.

      

      After that, in twos and threes, people began visiting the man at noon. They shuffled into the square with slow, embarrassed steps but after short conversations and swift exchanges, everyone left with hope bubbling in their dusty eyes, if not a little lighter in the pockets. It was inevitable, I reason with myself now, that I would eventually visit the man as well. As the days dragged on, the sun closed in around me and the bleating dug into my throbbing skull, scar tissue forming in the shape of goat hooves and slotted pupils.

      I waited until the day of worship, when I knew everyone would be at home, heads down, lips in the dirt, begging for rain. I wanted to be the only one. Shame, one may call it, as I had come to sell my family. The babe, mouth open, tiny claws thrashing, I left in my mother’s withered hands. Mother was too tired, too hungry and thin to do anything but stare out at the blanched fields. She didn’t protest as I fled even at the door left open behind me.

      Walking into the square was like walking into a land untouched by drought. Moisture beaded in the dry wrinkles around my eyes and above my lip. There was no trace of goat here - no excrement, no flies, no bleating din, just the soft buzzing of unseen pollinators. When the lithe meadow sprite saw me, one mossy eyebrow raised, as if to ask why my crown wasn’t dirty with worship. It occurred to me then that perhaps he was a god himself, covered as he was in trinkets and bright pieces of cloth, a mirror of the oasis he had built around him. But then the pieces began to grow familiar – the widow’s ring, our neighbor’s brass talisman he kept hung in his barn, my aunt’s silk engagement scarf. I no longer wanted to linger there, among the lost hope of our town, but I had come with purpose.

      Our conversation was short, barely time for a goat to cry. I’m not sure we even spoke. One held breath. Two blinks of the eyes. Then I found myself walking away, one herd of goats lighter than I had arrived and my name placed into a pot one hundred separate times.

      

      When the full moon rose, I won. Of course I did. No one had been so rash as to bet his or her entire livelihood, however meager, on an unknown reward. I don’t think my mother and father even noticed. For them, the days ran mercilessly together. The bleating was gone, however, and for me it was sweet relief, like plunging a burning hand in a bucket of frigid water. What I didn’t consider then, though I have quite often since, is that eventually you must draw your hand out, quickly or all at once, and the burning will persist.

      The prize was one coat, deep green and covered in delicate embroidery that grew up from the bottom, twisting and snaking up the body and around the arms to bloom near the neck in unbelievable hues. The town was aghast. An unwed mother, with ailing parents to attend had bet her whole flock of goats to win a jacket - a ridiculous article, especially given our grueling summer. Never mind they themselves had bet as well. My hands fell easily and ashamedly into the two deep pockets near my hips only for my right fingertips to land on something cold and hard. I gasped and voices hushed around me.  

      My bones had become so malnourished, my hand could hardly grasp the handful of coins as I clawed them up from the pocket. They skittered around the square fitfully and landed at the feet of everyone present. If even one wins, the whole town will abound. The line resounded in the collective mind and they all plunged forward toward the dropped currency.

      The money was never ending. I heard no ill words from then on, only praises, blessings, and thanks. I had become their god it seemed, radiant in the green coat that covered my broken frame. The bleating was gone, my head had cleared and even the sun seemed less feral, but quickly the coat began to take its own toll. It began in my left hand, the left pocket. A price I was forced to pay for my town. A grey paralysis that traveled up my arm and across my chest, fusing my bones as it went. In a handful of weeks, my left side was immovable stone, cold and smooth and dead. When finally my right hand also turned, they noticed.

      The money stopped coming like a dry well in a dry land. Before they could think to tear the green shroud from my body, the coat too became grey and ashen, leaving them empty-handed and riotous. Straight from the town square they dragged me into the far field where they propped me up against the gallows – the closest they would get to punishment and a warning to anyone who might trust a person like me in the future.

      I’m telling you this, but you can’t hear me. My lips no longer move. You’re not my child either, buried soon after I was placed here, though I wish you were. As you run your tiny hands around my cold mossy eye sockets, down my long braid frozen and crumbled at the tips, you can only wonder what strange deity I am that your people used to worship. I am no deity, child. I was a price, a game of a god, and nothing more. Do not put your hope in magic, young one, though goats may be loud and your mind you may lose to their bleating.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            5

          

          
            The Frozen Labyrinth

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        By Caitlin Cochrane

      

      

      

      I never understood my family’s obsession with tea. Unless it was sweet and tasted like liquid sugar, I preferred candy.

      The trouble started for me as a young Goblin. I would hide treats away in my room: under my bed, behind my dresser, even in my shoes. The problem with candy is that it eventually rots, leaving a black, fuzzy film on the outside, even if the inside is still perfectly good. I remember the first time I ate a piece of rotten candy, thinking that most of the inside was still edible. When I had the worst illness, my mother was furious.

      “What have I told you about looks being deceiving?” she scolded. “You are too quick to judge something without fully examining it first.”

      I rolled my eyes as I said, “the rot doesn’t bother me, I still got to taste something delicious!”  

      I knew she was looking out for me, but I couldn’t resist my teeth slicing into the sugary goodness. I would’ve made myself sick a million times, just for the one chance I might not get sick.  

      That’s how I heard about Castle Confiserie. The Castle was talked about in hushed tones among us children. We were the only ones who spoke of it and when we thought adults were listening, we would quickly change the subject.

      It was rumoured that this castle was hidden in the Black Forest and was filled with candy, every kind your heart could desire. That is, if you could find it through the blizzards and not get lost.

      The bigger rumour surrounding the Castle was that if you ever did find it, you would come back and tell the other Goblin children how delicious it was. You would tell them how they needed to find the Castle too.

      I wanted to find this Castle. I had to. I craved it.

      On the night I snuck out of my bedroom window, I didn’t tell anyone I was leaving. I left a note on my bed for my parents not to worry, that I would be back by morning. If I had known what would happen next, I would’ve never left a note, instead I would’ve just vanished and saved them from ever remembering they had a daughter.

      It didn’t take long for me to get lost in the Forest. I was young, thought I was smart enough to navigate it with just an old map. I underestimated the snow. I dressed warmly, but my fingers and toes still felt like icicles, ready to shatter at any moment. I barely made it to the morning, when the blizzard started.

      The wind screamed in all directions as it picked up the snow, trapping me in a white blur. My eyes were so watery I couldn’t see anything, everything was so dark and misshapen. A few moments later I saw a huge tree, just up ahead. The trunk was hollowed out, I scrambled inside, stumbling over my own frozen limbs. I closed my eyes while I waited out the storm…

      It was dawn when I awoke, casting a light haze through the branches. The snow had settled, the air was chilly, a shiver ran down my spine as I emerged from the trunk. During the blizzard I had lost my map, but I had an idea of where to go.

      Looking around at the trees, I noticed there weren’t any leaves, no green in sight.

      How do any animals survive here? They must be hibernating or moved to a different part of the Forest. That had to be the only explanation.

      As I walked, I heard the faint sound of wind brushing up on the back of my neck. It felt warm, like sunlight kissing my skin, but that was impossible. Fearful, I turned around and saw two blood red eyes staring directly at me, or through me. My heart dropped, but I didn’t run. My mother had taught me to stand my ground, even in fear. Running away was worse than anything because it showed how easily you could be chased.

      My knees shook but I slowed by breath, stilled my heart.

      The eyes blinked once, then twice at me, curious.

      I was afraid to look away from it.

      What if it tried to eat me?

      I stood there for what felt like a lifetime, then cleared my throat to say something. Before I could, the eyes rotated around and I realized whatever this thing was had been hanging upside down from a branch.

      It landed softly in the snow and moved closer to me, not leaving any footprints.

      The creature looked familiar; it was something I had seen before. A creature that my parents had told me about when my great Uncle, Tenpenny, died a hero.  

      It was a Pretty. Actually, a Pretty-child, but not like one I had ever seen before. This one was all white: skin, hair, clothing… except for the eyes, which were blood red.

      If I ask for help, would it even understand me?

      Almost as if it could read my mind, the child said in a quiet voice, “I’m Roux Sang. I live in this Forest in the Castle Confiserie.”

      I nearly choked on my own breath; for one, I understood the words the child spoke, and two, the Castle was real. For a moment I forgot I was lost and was ecstatic with childish glee.

      “I’m looking for Castle Confiserie!” I blurted out before I could stop myself. I slapped my hand over my mouth in embarrassment. “I’m sorry, I forgot my manners, “ I blushed. “My name is Luttina and I’m very lost…” my words trailed off as I thought of all the candy.

      A few beats of silence passed and I thought Roux Sang didn’t understand me, but when she spoke again she said she could lead me to the Castle.

      I hastily agreed, ignoring my mother’s words of caution in my mind: looks can be deceiving.

      I didn’t care, I was about to have all the candy I could stomach.

      Roux Sang started to skip away and I scrambled over my own feet to catch up, gulping down icy air as I struggled in the knee-high snow.

      She stopped suddenly and I nearly bumped into her I was following so close.

      “I will show you where the Castle is, on one condition…” she said.

      “What is it?” I replied, throat burning from the cold, “I will do anything!”

      “Anything?” Roux Sang asked, amused.

      “Yes, anything!” I blurted out too desperately.

      Pausing, she said, “Alright. If I show you the way, you must kiss my forehead as thanks.”

      It sounded weird, but I didn’t argue. This must be the Pretties’ way of showing gratitude, so I agreed.

      It wasn’t long before the spires of the Castle came into sight, almost magically. I ignored the alarm bells going off in my head when I saw the most colourful candy I had ever seen filling the windows. Practically spilling out, waiting to be devoured.

      With greedy eyes and a hungry stomach, I was about to ask Roux Sang where the entrance was, but she was standing before me, with an expectant look on her face.

      Right. I owe her that weird kiss…

      Without another question, I took her head in both my hands and kissed her forehead lightly. Her skin tasted like powered sugar on my lips.

      Suddenly feeling dizzy, I rapidly blinked to stop the spinning. Then the world tilted. I had only felt this way one other time, when I ate that rotten candy.

      “Wha- what’s happening… to me..? I stammered, falling to my knees. Roux Sang stood in front of me, unmoving. My eyes slowly closing, I could hear her saying something, but it felt far away, like she wasn’t speaking to me.

      “…you didn’t listen. You didn’t learn from before…”

      “Before… before what?” I squeaked, as consciousness escaped me.

      An innocent grin appeared on her face, “you’ll see…”

      Then, darkness.

      When I awoke my hands and arms were all white. Looking down, my whole body was white. Thinking I was covered in snow, I tried to brush it off.  I realized it was my skin and tried harder to brush it off. Roux Sang was nowhere to be found.

      Instead, a Pretty—a woman—dressed all in black paced slowly back and forth and a young Goblin sat hunched on the ground near her.

      Was I seeing things or was that Goblin on the ground me?

      The Pretty stopped pacing and starting to approach me. She was tall, slender and wearing a black gown that looked like it was made of feathers and fur and glitter and…something else I recognized. Small Goblin teeth hung like a belt around her waist. Her necklace also had pointy Goblin teeth and she wore a crown completely made of them, of all sizes.

      I wasn’t going to show my fear to her. I stood my ground.

      “Bonjour, Luttina,” she purred, her voice as smooth as honey. “I never thought you were going to come… you’re a stubborn one,” she winked.

      “I have no idea what you’re talking about…” I said nervously, and I looked at the Goblin, me, sitting on the ground near her. “And who is that?” I demanded.

      The Pretty didn’t look back at all. She kept her gaze on me.

      “Why, I’m Queen Pourri,” she said, bowing her head. “I created the Black Forest and everything in it, including Castle Confiserie.” She pointed behind me, tempting me to look.

      When I didn’t move, her mouth pouted, “I know you think this is a place of rumour, but it’s really a place of caution. You see, bad Goblins come here when their greed is stronger than their good conscious. I’m sure you knew how foolish it was to step into the woods?”

      She said ‘woods’ like she owned every tree.

      I stayed silent, maybe I was finally learning my lesson…

      Pourri started to circle me, slowly, calculating. I knew she wanted me to turn around, but I wouldn’t. Or I couldn’t.

      “No matter,” she continued, “you’ll find out soon enough what happens.”

      When she was behind me, I turned around to respond. That’s when I saw the Castle. Everything had turned black and was falling to pieces and what was once colourful candy had rotted. I had to silence my gasp.

      “Oh, and I’m sure you’re wondering about your new looks…” her voice caught me off guard. “When you kissed Roux Sang, the curse set her free. But now you’re in her place.  If you don’t find me another Goblin-child to lure into the woods within the next year, you’ll be stuck like this forever.”

      Her eyes lit-up wildly. She enjoyed seeing the fear cross my face. “You’re my new Roux Sang, until the next foolish Goblin gets lost and needs help.”

      “And if I don’t help you?” I said through gritted teeth.

      “Then you, or rather, this Goblin here, will be stuck with me forever. You’ll never see your family again,” Pourri said. “Oh, and you want to know the greatest punishment of all?” she prompted, as she started to vanish into the darkness of the Forest. “You’ll have to lead other innocent Goblins to my Castle, but you’ll never get to see it as it was before. Only you know the truth and you’re forbidden to warn them.”

      I stared at a broken castle full of rotting candy.

      Now I understood what my mother tried to teach me. Looks can deceive and sight can play tricks. She also told me of the hidden labyrinths that ran under the forest. I could believe what I saw before me or I could try to take a closer look… at the Queen herself, within the castle, or under the Forest. The decision was up to me.

      What am I choosing to see?

      Or, better question: what will I chose to do about it?
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        By Salysa Kiatkwanku

      

      

      

      Once upon a time, there was a handsome prince named Ashton Carrington who lived in a fine castle in a faraway kingdom. The prince was kind and proper—he was everything a ruler was aspired to be. He lived with his advisor, Annabel, who took good care of him since he was little. His parents died when he was only five years old in a bloody war against a colossal rival land. Fortunately, the kingdom remained peaceful after the tragic war ended ten years ago.

      Ashton was going to turn sixteen later this year so that meant he could ascend to the throne and take Annabel’s place as the rightful king very soon. He winced at the thought every time Annabel mentioned it to him. It was a constant, bitter reminder that soon he would lose all his freedom and joy of exploring every inch of this kingdom, especially the mysterious forest not far behind the castle that he was particularly fond of.

      Every servant was especially busy these days getting everything ready for the upcoming coronation that Ashton had been dreading since he turned fifteen last year. The only person keeping him sane was Germicka—or Geremy, his personal footman. He didn’t like calling Geremy that; he’d rather call Geremy his best friend. He was the son of the Carringtons’ best seamstress in centuries, so they had known each other since they were little.

      Ashton woke up in his bedroom as he heard footsteps approaching his door. Then, as expected, a knock and a familiar voice came through the door.

      “Good morning, Your Highness, may I come in with the breakfast?” Ashton recognized the voice immediately. It was Geremy.

      “How many times do I have to tell you not to address me like that!” Ashton shouted back. “Just come in.”

      Geremy cracked the door open and glided in with a tray of pancakes, an assortment of fruits, and a cup of hot chocolate, Ashton assumed from the sweet and delicate smell.

      “Where have you been these couple of weeks?” he asked his friend after he put the tray on the nightstand. Ashton pulled Geremy into a warm embrace.

      “Doing what you asked,” he said.

      “What, the pond?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Find anything?” Ashton said with concern.

      Geremy shook his head in despair. “I don’t even know where to start. The forest is so big. How am I—are we—supposed to find this little puddle of water?”

      “I don’t know,” the prince said. “But I must know, Geremy!”

      “Can’t you go back to the psychic? She didn’t have the answer then, butmaybe she has it now,” Geremy suggested.

      “I don’t think so. I think she was pretty sure when she said, ‘I don’t have an answer for you, and I never will. However, there’s a truth-telling pond—the surface as reflexive as a mirror—that could reveal your faith,’ or something like that,” Ashton said, trying to mimic the psychic’s mysterious yet entranced tone. He took a sip of the hot chocolate. He moaned with delight.

      

      Later that day, Ashton sneaked out into the forest alone. He couldn’t wait any longer. He had to know. What was his greatest desire?

      He hadn’t wandered deep into the forest when he saw a pair of large orange ears emerge from the tall grass. The sacred one, he thought. And he was right. A fennec fox leaped back, heading to the upper left side this time. He ran after the little creature.

      It had been quite a distance, he could tell by his ragged breath and the panting, when the forest reclaimed its fluffy tail and overwhelming ears.

      “No! Come back!” Ashton whispered, reaching his hand out desperately. “Please help me.” But he didn’t need any help. He found himself on his precise destination. A truth-telling pond— the surface as reflexive as a mirror.

      He quickly scrambled to the edge of the water and glared into it. He expected to see a carefree young man taking a journey around the world with his best friend. Instead, he saw a young woman staring back at him with silky dark brown hair identical to his but longer. And those eyes . . . he would recognize them anywhere, even with the thick, fluttering lashes that casted a slight shadow onto them. The water whirled into another image of the same girl kissing a shadowed figure, but that was all he needed.

      He finally got the last puzzle pieces of his life.

      

      He was not needed much at the castle that day, so he got away with the trip and got past Annabel on his way in. He found Geremy still waiting for him in his room.

      “Where were you?” Geremy said, concerned. He briskly got up to his feet as Ashton walked in. “I was worried to death. I know I’m not supposed to give you orders, but please don’t do that again.” He used his hand to brush off the dirt that clinked to Ashton’s face. Ashton slightly leaned into the delicate touch.

      “You know where I was,” Ashton finally replied. “I found it, Geremy.”

      Geremy’s eyes widened eagerly. “What did you see?” His hands were on Ashton’s shoulders now.

      “Can I make a request? For your mother?” Ashton said. “And it isn’t for the coronation.”

      

      Each and every night that followed, Ashton put on different dresses and ball gowns made by Geremy’s mother or borrowed from the Queen’s old wardrobe, but either way, Ashton enjoyed them very much. He also enjoyed every single moment spent dancing into the night with Geremy and pretended that he was a girl without a care in the word. He held on to that brief feeling of freedom and relief.

      But tonight, in his pale pink gown adorned with various shades of warm colors from his chest area down to the short trail falling behind him, Ashton looked as astonishing as the sight of a fresh sunset in the summer.

      Geremy made a sound—a breath—that came out of his throat and indicated extreme satisfaction and . . . awe. He was in complete awe of Ashton and his breathtaking pink dress that complimented his dark chocolate colored hair so well. And his electric blue eyes shined like never before against the bright oranges on the dress.

      “You’re . . . stunning,” Geremy said.

      “Your mother certainly did an amazing job on this one, huh? Must have taken her ages! Please give my thanks and regard to her,” Ashton said with a wide smile.

      Geremy stood up from his chair and walked towards Ashton to examine the dress. “No,” he objected, “it’s just you.”

      “No, come on, it’s definitely the dress and—” But before Ashton could say anything else, Geremy’s rugged hands cupped Ashton’s face and their lips met. Ashton’s eyes were wide open at first, in shock. However, when the moment sunk in, his eyelids dropped all the way shut. The kiss lingered for what felt like eternity.

      When they finally parted, that was when Geremy noticed the beautiful sight before him. He didn’t have to explain. Ashton swiveled around to face the mirror and he couldn’t believe the person who was looking back at him. She was an almost sixteen-year-old young lady with soft dark chocolate locks that went down almost to her waist. She was about an inch smaller than Ashton, but those eyes; those sparkling blue pupils that were piercing at him.

      No, he was her.

      “You did it,” Geremy said, a huge grin forming on his lips.

      “Yeah,” Ashton said in her sweet, butter-smooth voice that sounded like songbirds. She turned back to meet Geremy’s forest green eyes and shrugged. “It wasn’t that difficult, really.” Geremy laughed and Ashton did too.

      When the laughter died down, Geremy said again, “You did it, Ashton. You were my prince.” He paused to hold Ashton’s delicate hands in his and place an intricate brush of his warm lips on them. “Now you are my princess. In anytime, in any shape, you’ll always be my heart’s true desire—I need no mirror to show me this.”

      A smile stretched across her face, and she lifted her pale, slim hand to stroke his golden curls. There was another pause as if she was considering something to say. Then she finally said, “Please, from now on call me Ashley.”

      Their lips joined once again, and this time, they made it last an eternity.

      And they lived happily ever after.
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        By Amber Parrish

      

      

      

      She was far too young to die, born into this world as a sickly child, the young maiden had a spirit that burned as bright as the sun. Despite her pain, she was never without a smile and she was determined to live. But determination did not always stop Death from claiming his prize.

      Death came for the maiden in the night. He may have had the look of a man but she could feel that he was something else. “Your time has come.” He held out his hand, but Arabella refused to take it.

      “I shall not come with you.” The maiden backed away from Death ready to fight if she must. She knew that she could not touch him—but maybe she could outthink him. She had heard Death liked his games. “I shall challenge you to a card game. If you win I shall go willing with you to the afterlife. If I win, I shall regain my life.”

      Death grinned and drew out a deck of cards. Pulling over a chair he set it beside the maiden’s bed. “Than we shall play. It’s called The Game Of Death. Have you heard of it?”

      She had. It was popular among children, but she had never understood where the name came from. The loser was supposed to play dead for the rest of the day or however much time they deemed appropriate, but maybe the game had originally come from Death himself and another who had made this bargain.

      “I know the game.” She watched as Death shuffled the cards. They were gorgeous and looked to be older than anything she had seen in this world. The figures on the card looked exactly like her family and the town except in horrible scenes of death and destruction. It gave the maiden pause—but it was just a game, one her very life depended on.

      “Good. I warn you now you may be happier coming with me and accepting your fate. I always win. One way or another.”

      Death dealt their hands and the game moved slowly. She would put down a card and he would put down one to match. Every time she thought she was close to winning she would have to draw a new card. Neither spoke but Death’s words echoed in her head.

      How would she be happier for giving in?

      The maiden was down to her last card, as was Death. She had been staring at it for a while—the card looked so much like her mother. She had not been able to make herself play it earlier but it was the last card in her hand and she was ready for this game to be over.

      Death almost looked gleeful as she laid down the Queen of Hearts. He followed with his own card, but she had won. “You have won your life for now. That is fine. I am patient and your time shall come again.”

      Death vanished and the maiden was left on her own. She had never felt healthier or happier. She listened for the sounds of her mother and siblings but heard nothing. Maybe they had gone to do their chores, the sun had risen as she played her game, but it was odd. Someone was almost always about.

      The maiden climbed from her bed and walked out of the room. “Mother? Father? Anyone?” No noise greeted her, not even the bark of the dog. She slowly made her way down the stairs and came upon her youngest brother. He looked like the Jack of Spades had. Neck broke, limbs twisted in unnatural angles as if he had taken a fall.

      She shook him but his body was cold, and tears spilled down her cheeks. As the maiden moved through the house she found the rest of her family in the scenes of death that had been portrayed on the cards. The last body she came upon was her mother and when she leaned over the body she still felt warm. As if she had just died. “Oh, Mama, forgive me.”

      Death had taken her family because she had bargained with their lives for her own. She ran from her house, hoping to seek help but all she saw was more death. Every card in the deck had been played and for every one of those cards was a life taken.

      The maiden broke down in tears as she watched the town she loved burn. “I thought there was nothing worse than death,” she said. “I was wrong.”
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        By Sadie Bradley

      

      

      

      “It is time,” the girl in the sunlight yellow dress whispered to the crowd around her. She alone stood, her blonde hair flowing down her back in ripples. The girl couldn’t have been more than seventeen, yet she commanded the presence of the room. All eyes were fixed on this girl—their last hope in a land devoid of such things.

      “In less than two hours’ time, they will come for us. They will honor us with a feast, dress us in beautiful garments, and then they will kill us,” she stated boldly.

      Audible gasps resonated around the dark room. A single candle flickered, casting dancing shadows on the faces of all seated at a large, circular table. There were seven chairs at the table, each one holding a girl. They were all different, but each one knew what they were made to do for the Northland: sacrifice themselves to the sea. In a land where the sun never set, where snow and ice remained ever constant, the raging seas of the Northland would force them to die slow deaths.

      And for what? To appease the gods.

      Once a year, the Northland Priestess, with the help of the Elders, selected seven girls from the surrounding villages, one for each village. They honored them with feasts of plum wine, venison steaks, and food that could have been used to help feed the village members. The Elders cruelly taunted them, making them comfortable and draping them in garlands of fir and crowns of holly berries, only to later throw them to the sea in pointless sacrifice—and forcing the entire village to watch.

      The girl in the yellow dress had seen it before. She had watched as her closest friend had drowned in front of her eyes. There was nothing she could have done. She had been helpless.

      Now, someone had to make a stand. These senseless laws would not imprison them anymore. They had been fed lies for centuries from the mouth of the Priestess. What kind of monsters would cast them into eternal winter without adequate food, shelter, or means of survival? Until recently, they had all believed the gods to be harsh beings. Now, these chosen seven had discovered the truth.

      “It is the truth, Alma,” the girl in yellow replied, “The sooner we accept it, the better we can fight back.”

      The girl called Alma, a young girl with dark skin and deep brown eyes, wiped the tears from her cheek with the back of her hand. She was scared—they all were—but still, they were willing to fight back.

      “What are we to do, Ilse?” another girl at the table asked of the blond girl.

      In the light of the candle, Ilse’s eyes blazed with fire, a determination so strong that it was infectious. In her right hand, she clung tightly to the key of their survival. A small book emblazoned with ancient runes and god-spoken words.

      “We let them shower us with their gifts. We play along. Act the part, and then, when they toss us into the sea, we will show them that we are not things that can be thrown away at a mere whim. We will be powerful.” Ilse stressed this last word, and it flew around the small room in the form of whispers and hope.

      One by one, the girls at the table stood up to join Ilse.

      “We will follow you,” a girl in a sky-blue tunic said. “To life beyond the sea.” She wore breeches and carried a dagger at her belt, and Ilse couldn’t help but wonder if she had been chosen by the Elders for that very reason; because this girl, Riyda, defied what was defined as the normal laws of the North. It was girls like her who were powerful just by being herself. With all of them banding together to defy the Elders, they would be unstoppable.

      Ilse blew out the candle on the table and opened the small door. Sunlight streamed in, its warmth hitting them all in the face. Ilse quickly shoved the book she was holding in the pocket of her dress. Waiting outside was the Northland Priestess. She held the garlands of fir in her hands, and she was draped in large furs that touched her ankles. A single grey braid draped down her back, a mark of her many years as Priestess. Ilse wondered if she ever thought of the girls she murdered.

      As the girls walked out of the wooden hut, they lined up in front of the Priestess. Each girl wore an expression of determination, and Ilse knew that they were willing to play the Elders’ little game until the end. Ilse’s hair whipped in the wind, and she stared at the Priestess. One by one, she walked up to each girl, placing the garlands over their heads.

      “This way,” the Priestess called in a cheery voice, gesturing toward the large hall that stood in the center of the village. The hall was emblazoned with a single golden sun, a reminder of the gods they were made to serve. Still, Ilse couldn’t help but feel a sense of gratitude toward this symbol—it was because of the sun they were inspired to rebel.

      The girls entered the hall, led by Ilse. Warmth overtook them as they took in the rich aromas that filled the hall. The wooden walls had been bedecked in colorful tapestries, each the symbol of a god. Candles and fires crackled throughout the room, and in the center of the hall, sat a long table. Representatives from each village were seated there, while servants brought plates of food. The Priestess gestured once more, and the seven girls filed in and sat in their assigned seats. Alma sat beside Ilse, and she could almost feel Alma shaking. The girl had seen maybe fourteen seasons, and it was clear she was terrified.

      Ilse reached under the table and put a protective hand on Alma’s trembling knee. They would win. They had to.

      “Attention, citizens of the Northland!” a man called from the head of the long table. He was the youngest of the Elders, but nonetheless, he still held to their ideals. Ilse looked down the table toward a girl in a light purple dress. Her name was Jyin, and Ilse knew that she had once carried feelings toward this Elder—until he personally took her from her village to be one of the sacrificed. From her seat near the end of the table, Ilse could tell that Jyin wasn’t doing well. She stared blankly at the cream tablecloth, her face flushed red.

      “Today is the day of the gods! Today is the day that our seven chosen maidens will freely sacrifice themselves to show the gods that we have appreciated all they have done for us.”

      Ilse shook with anger. Freely, she thought viciously, that was a lie. They had never been free.

      “But, let us not dwell on that now. Now, we will show our maidens our appreciation by giving them rich food and laughter.”

      Laughter.

      Ilse had not laughed in years, and she sure as death wasn’t about to start laughing now.

      The young Elder waved his hands and the feast begun.

      

      It was cruel. To treat the chosen seven with such lavishness, only to rip them of what little rights they had left and put them on a ship to sea.

      Ilse stood at the head of the group, the icy ocean winds stinging her face. She looked behind her. The girls had huddled together in the center of the ship for warmth. Behind them, a fleet of twenty ships filled with villagers followed closely behind their lead boat. They were there to watch the show.

      And what a show it would be.

      “Halt!” a voice rang out. The Priestess stopped their boat with a wave of her hands, and she left their boat to board a nearby one.

      “We thank you, maidens, for your sacrifice,” she called from her safe position on the closest ship. It was only the girls left on the boat.

      Ilse knew what was coming next. The archers would shoot their flaming arrows onto the boat, and they would either burn or have to jump into the freezing sea. Ilse shuddered as she saw the archers get into position.

      “Now, Ilse,” Riyda mumbled from behind her.

      As the archers notched their arrows, Ilse took a deep breath. She stepped out toward the bow of the ship, facing the crowd.

      “Stop!” she called, taking the book from her tunic pocket and holding it above her head.

      Yells of shock echoed through the crowd.

      “And how,” the young Elder bellowed, “have you come by the Gods’ Book?”

      “We stole it from your halls!” Ilse responded, her heart pounding. The Elder looked like he wanted to interrupt, but Ilse kept talking.

      “We wanted to see for ourselves if your precious gods truly intended for the seven to die every year! And do you know what it said?” she roared as the anger built up in her. “It said nothing of the sort!”

      Ilse opened the book to the page she had marked all those moons ago when the chosen girls gathered to change their fate.

      “The original sacrifice of each god was made sevenfold times. They gave a little of themselves to feed your weary minds. Repay them, then, with humble hearts, share the knowledge with all. Reap and sow and read and learn, and true warriors shall answer the call.”

      Ilse finished reading and looked toward the boat where the Priestess and the Elders stood, stone-faced. They had never expected someone to steal the Gods’ Book, let alone use it against them.

      “We renounce your ways! The gods never intended for harm to fall upon anyone in the Northlands. They only wanted us to take their knowledge and use it wisely. Instead, you hoard this powerful knowledge,” Ilse shook the book violently, “And you make pointless sacrifices to justify your actions!” As she spoke those words, a warm wind filled the air around them. The gods had heard their cry—the first time the truth had been acknowledged in centuries.

      Ilse felt the ship move as the other girls came and stood by her side.

      “There is life beyond the Northland, a life of peace and prosperity!” Alma called out, her voice ringing in the silence.

      “We will stand for this no longer!” Riyna yelled.

      The Priestess looked at them with cold, unfeeling eyes. “Shoot them.”

      “Stand your ground,” Ilse said through gritted teeth. The girls swayed on the spot, but they did not falter. The fiery arrows were loosed from their bows and soared through the air, striking the boat. Almost immediately, the boat was engulfed in red-hot flames.

      Ilse shut her eyes, bracing herself for the pain. But it never came.

      Through the crackling of the fire, she heard a whisper carried by the southerly winds.

      “You are the true warriors.”

      Suddenly, the boat jolted, and the girls lurched forward, tumbling over one another. Opening her eyes, Ilse saw that the fire had vanished, replaced by two golden oars. Ilse ignored the mad scrambling coming from the Priestess’s boat and dipped one of the oars in the churning sea.

      “Jyin!” she called. The girl in the purple dress picked herself off the floor and grabbed the other oar and put it in the water.

      Suddenly, as if borne on wings, the ship began to speed off along the ocean, leaving the Northlands behind.

      As the warm wind brushed her face, Ilse smiled.

      Then, she laughed.

      “We’re free,” Ilse breathed. She clung to the other girls as they sped off along the ocean. Where they were going, only the gods knew. Wherever it was, they would finally be free.

      The chosen seven vanished into the vast sea, the easterly sun shining on them as they raced toward the horizon.
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      Below are the prompts that writers were given, extracted from sections of Grim Lovelies and Midnight Beauties.

      

      BROTHER OF THE MONSTER

      (from Grim Lovelies)

      

      Once upon a time, a peasant boy fell hopelessly in love with a princess, who was then abducted by a horned monster. The monster was covered in impenetrable silver scales, so that the only way to slay it was by stabbing it between the horns; but when the peasant boy finds out that the monster was once his long-lost brother, cursed into monstrous form, he must chose which of his loved ones to save.

      

      THE GAME OF DEATH

      (from Grim Lovelies)

      

      Once upon a time, a girl was dying. Death came to her in the form of a man, though she refused to let him take her. Instead, she challenged him to a game: if he won, she would go with him to the afterlife, but if she won, she would regain her life. The girl didn’t realize, however, that all of Death’s games were riddled with tricks. “I thought there was nothing worse than death,” she said. “I was wrong.”

      

      THE SWAN MIRROR

      (from Grim Lovelies)

      

      Once upon a time, a prince peered into a magic mirror that showed one's heart’s true desire, and saw a woman reflected: his desire was to be female. But such a wish was impossible unless one found true love first. His footman, the son of a seamstress, offered to help him dress as a lady in the privacy of his chambers. As they dressed and danced together each night, the prince realized that he’d had his true love before him the whole time. He kissed the footman and transformed into the young woman he’d seen in the mirror. “You were my prince,” said the footman. “Now you are my princess. In any time, in any shape, you’ll always be my heart’s true desire—I need no mirror to show me this.”

      

      THE THOUSAND-FOOT TOWER

      (from Grim Lovelies)

      

      Once upon a time, a girl was locked in a thousand-foot glass tower by the prince of a warring country, who intended to keep her there until she agreed to marry him. But the clever girl devised a plan, and the next time the prince came to ask her to marry him, she drugged him with willow bark scraped from the bedposts, then leaned his sleeping body against the wall and used it to climb to the roof, where she rode a griffin to safety.

      

      WHITE TO RED

      (from Midnight Beauties)

      

      Once upon a time, in a seaside kingdom called the White Coast, there was a string of prosperous cities. A handsome king ruled the northernmost city, Kosu. One day a sea witch emerged from the waves and fell in love with him, but when he told her his heart belonged to another, the witch cursed his city with a plague. The rulers of the other cities, fearing her wrath, did nothing to help, and everyone in Kosu fell ill and died. The illness spread to each of the other cities. For centuries the kingdom was known as the Red Coast, and sung about in children’s songs:

       Cities falling one by one

      White to Red

      White to Red

       A coughing girl, a bleeding son

      Love the witch or you’ll be dead.

      

      THE FROZEN LABYRINTH

      (from Midnight Beauties)

      

      Once upon a time, a Goblin girl ignored her family’s warnings and trekked into the Black Forest after hearing rumors of a castle filled with candy. During a blizzard she became lost, and deep in the woods, met ancient creatures made of snow who promised to help her find her way. In return for their help, they asked for a simple kiss. But there is nothing more dangerous, she learned, than a kiss from a Snow Child.

      

      THE GOAT LOTTERY

      (from Midnight Beauties)

      

      Once upon a time, a penniless goatherd girl bet her family’s flock in the village’s annual lottery, run by a meadow sprite. To her delight, she won. The sprite rewarded her with a magical coat. Every time the girl needed money, she reached in her right pocket and there was exactly as much money as she needed, no more, no less. But when she reached into her left pocket, she discovered the dark price of winning.

      

      THE NORTHLAND MAIDENS

      (from Midnight Beauties)

      

      Once upon a time, in a land where the sun never set, seven girls were selected each year by the village priestess. A grand feast was thrown in the girls’ honor with plum wine and venison steaks. The girls’ cheeks and shoulders were dusted with tinted sugar and they were draped in garlands of fir and the villagers took turns serving them. At the end of the feast, the seven girls were thrown into the sea to appease the ancient gods.
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PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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