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			A New Mother’s Guide to Raising an Abomination

			Your new bundle of joy is almost here. Keep track of the days, because this will be the most exciting time of your life. 

			It starts with the wings of houseflies. Dozens of them, scattered everywhere in your home. On the cutting board in the kitchen, stuck to the bathroom wallpaper, resting neatly on your pillow as if placed there by a gentle hand. 

			There are no bodies or legs or bulging eyeballs. Only the disembodied wings, delicate as tiny swatches of wedding lace.  

			“We’ll call an exterminator,” your husband says, and sweeps them into the trash.

			You clasp your hands in front of you and nod, but when the next wings appear, you make sure he never sees them. Tucked away in the secret compartment of your vintage jewelry box, you keep the wings safe. They’re your secret, these strange treasures left in the house just for you.  

			At night, when your husband is sleeping, you examine them in the glow of the nightlight. How beautiful they are.

			As though in agreement, the thing that lives in your belly kicks and coos. You pretend not to feel it, pretend not to know what it means, but it’s already been three weeks since you first felt the stirring within you. That longing you can’t define, an unease you can’t shake. 

			You shouldn’t be so afraid. This pregnancy was planned, right down to the day, with red circles drawn on the calendar, and your basal temperature taken each morning. This was what you wanted. That’s what you keep telling yourself. You wonder if it’s still true. 

			“I’m pregnant,” you finally tell your husband the next morning, and he smiles and claps his hands and twirls you around like you’re a maudlin couple in a dated rom-com whose happy ending you never did believe. 

			Another wing waits for you next to the coffeemaker. You slip it into your pocket, never letting your husband see. You won’t let anyone see what you really are.

			Prepare a bag for the hospital. A comb, a camera, a crucifix. You can never be sure exactly what you might need. 

			The thing in your belly escapes the womb an hour before midnight.

			It all goes according to plan at first. Your water breaks, and your husband rushes you to the community hospital, just like the two of you have been practicing for months.

			“I can’t believe it’s time,” he says, and you nod and tighten your hands into fists. 

			The two of you are the perfect couple. Everyone says so. It’s easy enough to think, with you beaming in all the wedding pictures, your bright smile never quite cracking around the edges. You wear happiness like a disguise.   

			But tonight, you can’t hide. When you won’t dilate, the doctors open you up, their pale scrubs drenched in red, their metal implements tearing your flesh. 

			“Something’s wrong,” someone says, and you try to speak, try to find out what’s happening to you and your baby, but in the din of the surgical suite, your voice evaporates like mist. 

			As streams of frothy liquid pour from you like a fountain, the doctors grab clippers and sutures and a two-bladed speculum. No one asks how you’re doing. They probably figure they don’t need to. You’re still screaming, so that means you’re still alive, and as far as the doctor and the nurses and your husband are concerned, that’s good enough. They’re more worried about the thing that’s inside you.

			“What is it?” a physician’s assistant asks, but no one answers. A strange flutter within you, like an irregular heartbeat, and everyone in the room edges closer. 

			Your husband gapes at the place between your legs. He no longer sees you. Right now, all he can see is what you’ve created.

			“Why does its skin look like that?” His eyes go gray and distant and scared. “And why is it making that noise?” 

			He’s not the only one bothered. A couple of nurses clap their hands over their ears, and the anesthesiologist weeps quietly next to a table of gleaming forceps. You don’t know why it troubles them so much. It sounds like the sweetest lullaby to you. 

			That’s the only comfort you have. The operating table slick with red, you wonder how you can lose so much blood without losing consciousness. You also wonder in the hours and days to come, what else you’ll lose. 

			A final tearing of your flesh and an emphatic snip-snip of a tangled umbilical cord, and you’re officially a mother. Through filmy eyes, you gaze at the infant, draped in downy scales, with a pair of lacy wings dripping with colorless afterbirth.

			“It’s a girl,” the doctor says, his voice splitting in two, and as your head lolls back and the room tilts around you, you’ve never been more afraid. 

			The early weeks of your baby’s life might be challenging. Remember: this is normal. Everything is normal.  

			Two days after you bring your daughter home from the hospital, the dead things start arriving at your doorstep. 

			A pile of mice with their tails tied in slimy bows.  

			Rats with twisted faces and intestines drooping from their bloated bellies. 

			Red-wing blackbirds, their silky feathers plucked out and placed in the shape of fairy rings around them.

			And those are only the ones you can identify. Some of the things are no more than splintered bone or matted fur. 

			For the first week, you’re convinced someone is killing them. A deranged neighbor, perhaps, or a member of a new religion that’s formed for the occasion of worshipping your strange daughter. But no, that’s not it. These animals are just giving up and dying on their own. They’re too tired to be bothered with living anymore, especially in a world like this. A world that’s produced a baby more unknown than human.  

			You almost envy the dead things for that, how simple it is for them to escape. You wish you could get out so easily.   

			Your husband does his best not to notice. On his way out the door to work, briefcase in hand, he steps over the garden variety of rot that’s waiting there next to the morning paper. 

			“See you tonight,” he says. 

			You wave goodbye and watch him leave. It’s your job to clean up the mess. You might not have done anything wrong—or at least not done it on purpose—but everybody knows that when a monster is born, the mother is the one punished for it. You cradled the creature in your womb, after all. Really, you should have known better. 

			After the oozing decay is deposited in the neighbor’s trashcan—a sparrow this time, or what was left of it anyhow—you bundle up your daughter in a onesie that doesn’t fit around her scales and wings, and you take her to her first checkup across town. 

			At the clinic, you cradle her in your lap and try to read a magazine article about a reality star you never heard of. The other mothers inch away from you, clutching their babies tighter. 

			“They say it’s happening all over,” the nurses whisper to each other behind the front desk, but when you look up at them, they stop speaking and just blink back at you. Of course, you don’t need them to explain. You’ve seen the nightly news.  

			All over. Girls like your daughter are being born across the country, maybe even around the world. Birthing monsters must be the latest trend, like helicopter parenting.   

			In the doorway, someone calls your name, and you walk across the waiting room, past all those wide-eyed mothers with their wingless newborns wrapped in little pastel blankets. 

			Alone in a narrow, bleach-stinking room, you wait for the results of another blood test. 

			“Inconclusive,” the nurses tell you. “Again.” 

			“I’m sorry,” you say and hope your contrition is enough. The doctors had agreed to let you take your daughter home after a week in quarantine showed no obvious contagion, but that doesn’t mean you get to keep her. You have to prove to them they can trust you. Otherwise, it’s off to a lab where they can study her. Fix her.  

			“Next week, we’ll try again,” they say. “Don’t be late.” 

			As you exit the way you came in, your daughter flutters in your arms, and you grasp her tighter, your hands smoothing her back. The front door isn’t even closed behind you before the other mothers and the nurses start to speculate about her, their whispers like thorns in your back. You’d think they’d be hoarse from the gossip by now.

			You fix pot roast that night, your husband’s favorite, but he doesn’t speak all through dinner, not even to ask you to pass the salt or find out how the checkup went. You don’t say anything either. You just push your green beans around the plate with the bent tines of your fork and pretend you’re someone else. 

			Nearby, in her high chair, your daughter parts her gray lips and emits that strange noise, her own lullaby in a key she invented. Your skin buzzes pleasantly, and you almost sing along with her, but then your husband stares up at her, fear churning behind his eyes, and you think better of it.

			The two of you were the perfect couple. Everyone said so. But he was expecting what all men like him want: a happy wife, a normal daughter. He never signed on for this.  

			After dark, you lock the nursery door, sealing in your progeny as though her bedroom is a coffin. Not that you ever really escape. All night, you dream of her—what she is, what she’ll become—the waking nightmare of your life seeping in at every edge. The way her claws will grow and thicken and rend flesh. Her throaty laugh when she’ll fly over those doctors and neighbors and complete strangers who gape and gossip and never understand.

			Even when you bolt awake, sweat drenching your body, you can still hear their screams. 

			With your husband asleep next to you, you crawl from your bed and open your jewelry box. There are so many lacy wings inside that they overflow onto the dresser and cascade to the floor.

			Breathing deep, you remind yourself that your daughter hasn’t done those terrible things yet, and you can’t blame her for what hasn’t happened. She’s still so small. It will be years before you’ll have to worry.

			You’re also wrong. 

			Dealing with the needs of an infant is difficult, but as every parent soon learns, they grow up too fast. You’ll miss these days, so treasure them while they last. 

			She blossoms overnight, far quicker than an ordinary child, but then nobody ever dared to say your daughter was ordinary. 

			You rouse one morning to discover a cocoon plastered to her bedroom walls. Your husband grabs a shovel from the garage to scrape it away, not caring that your daughter is still inside, but you get upstairs first. 

			“Leave her alone,” you whisper, your body blocking the doorway to the nursery. “Besides, removing it might only make it worse.”

			Not that you can fathom how anything could be worse than this. 

			When she emerges that evening before supper, you almost can’t recognize her. She’s outgrown her skin, sloughing off the past, her bones twisting and contorting and stretching anew. In hours, she’s grown what should have taken her five years. She still looks otherworldly, those wings of hers broadening, her skin thick like plated armor. But somewhere behind the eyes, she looks a little like you too. 

			Your husband doesn’t say this, doesn’t accuse you, at least not aloud. The way he won’t look at you or touch you any longer is more than accusation enough. 

			The doctors, as always, are of no help. They can’t tell you why your daughter sprouted up overnight. They can’t tell you anything. You tell yourself that’s okay. You’re starting to get used to the not knowing. It’s almost comforting.

			It’s summer now, with barbeques and Fourth of July sparklers and colorful swimsuits you don’t wear anymore. At a backyard soirée where your family is invited as the spectacle of the day, your daughter moves quicker than the eye. Here and there and back again, her gaze the color of motor oil. 

			 “Have you thought about other options?” one of the mothers says, as they all gather around you at the picnic table, so close they nearly smother you. 

			“Options?” You stare at their plastered-on smiles. “Like what?” 

			They don’t answer. Instead, they let the truth settle heavier on you than the summer humidity. 

			Let the doctors fix her. Let the doctors have her. 

			It would be for the best, their pitying gazes insist.

			Your chest constricts, and you search for your husband, for an ally, but even when you spot him, standing with the other fathers around the Weber grill, you realize you’re more alone than ever. He stares back at you, everything about him gone cold. Maybe he asked these mothers to talk to you. Maybe considering “other options” is what he wants too. 

			Your teeth clench, holding in a sob, and you glance away from him, only to see her there across the yard, sequestered from the other children. All alone, your daughter twirls in circles, the grass turning to ash at her feet, her thin wings catching the air and nearly lifting her off the ground. She babbles her ethereal nonsense, while overhead, a starling exhales its death knell and plummets into the punchbowl.

			A mother screams, and then another, and a father too, but not you. You just smile at your daughter. You envy her a little too.  

			That evening back at home, after the lights are out, you creep down the hall and crack open the nursery door. Tonight, you won’t hold her back. If your daughter wants to flutter about on her own, then who are you to argue? 

			You nestle in bed, a gulf of crumpled sheets separating you and your husband, and for the first time since you became a mother, you sleep a dreamless sleep. 

			No matter how hard you try or how many books you read, not everyone will agree with your parenting style, so prepare yourself for constructive criticism. 

			The television flicks on at all times of day, the talking heads on the screen with their daily messages of doom. As the number of strange daughters born across the country ticks higher, dead things keep appearing everywhere. They’re in your house too. No longer content on the doorstep, the rot makes its way inside now, oozing on the carpet. Knotted tails of animals you can’t name. Feathers riddled with mites. Fly wings like confetti scattered across the carpet. 

			“We can’t live like this,” your husband says, his jaw clenched.

			That night, you awaken to a cold bed and a scuffle down the hall. You stumble to the nursery. There he is, his rough hands grasped around her throat, his knuckles white and tightening around her, even as she only grins back at him. 

			You stand frozen in the doorway, not even breathing. A good mother would scream, would run toward them, would pry him away from the child any way that she could. A good mother would also underestimate her own daughter, believing every little girl needs to be rescued. 

			Fortunately, you’re not a very good mother. 

			“Have fun, baby,” you say, and close the door behind you, just as she raises up those claws, and your husband starts to scream. 

			In the morning, there’s no proof he was ever there. Not a drop of blood or a clump of hair or even a bone shard brushed away into the corner like dust. You taught your daughter to put away her toys when she’s finished with them, and she listens to her mother. 

			“He went out for cigarettes and never came back,” you say when the sheriff comes looking for him, and then you say nothing else. They can’t prove it was her, and you certainly won’t be the one to turn her over to the police. But your word alone won’t satisfy them. 

			“We know what she did,” the other mothers hiss in your ear, as you stand in line at the grocery checkout.

			With a steady hand, you place your items on the conveyor belt. A pound of ground beef. 

			“You can’t pretend forever.”

			Three cans of chicken liver pate. 

			“We’ll stop her one way or another.” 

			A jar of split pig’s feet. 

			“We know what she is. We know what you’ve created.”

			Your brown paper bags in hand, you turn away from them and rush off to the parking lot where your daughter waits for you in the car, her long fingers tapping an arcane message on the glass. A message you’re convinced somebody somewhere can hear. Perhaps many somebodies. 

			Through the front window of the store, the other mothers watch you go. They think you’re afraid, and maybe you are a little, but more than anything, you drive off quickly because you want to hide the grin that won’t leave your lips. 

			Sometimes, your new family will outgrow your old home. At that time, relocating might be the only reasonable option. 

			You leave in the middle of the night, abandoning what little remains of your life. 

			“Where will we go?” your daughter asks in a humming voice only you can decipher.

			“I’m not sure,” you say, but that’s all right. She already knows the way.

			“Keep going,” she whispers, gazing out the car window. “Until the highway ends.” 

			You follow her directions until you find it. A compound tucked away in a desolate forest, right at the end of a county highway, like she said.

			A man is waiting at the front door of a derelict lodge, as though he’s been expecting you. You swear you’ve seen him before, on a trashy daytime talk show or a late-night infomercial, his hair slicked back. But then again, all New Age masters with silver tongues and dollar signs glinting in their eyes look the same. 

			“Welcome,” he says, and that’s when you realize you’re not alone here. Peeking out of all the windows and behind the trees are the mothers like you, along with their daughters, the ones you’ve heard the world whisper about.  

			Before you can stop her, your daughter rushes to the other girls, and instantly, they join as one, a clique of the unknown, dozens of them, almost too many to count in the dark. Together for the first time, they grasp each other’s long hands and take flight. It’s a dizzying display, all of them in the air, darting back and forth, their colorless bodies smearing across the sky. When they land, their feet burn a perimeter around the property, the trees twisting in grotesque shapes overhead, branches turning to ash in the girls’ presence. 

			The lawn glistens beneath you, and at first, you think it’s fresh dew. Then the moonlight shifts, and you see that the shimmer is from thousands of disembodied fly wings. 

			“You’ll be safe here,” the man says, and you wonder what he knows of the word, but you don’t argue. You’re just glad your daughter is not so alone. 

			Still, you know why he’s happy to take you in. It’s because he thinks he’s running the show. Men like him always think they’re in control. They’re so often wrong. 

			“I can lead you to glory,” he says and tries to bend all the daughters under his rule. He does his best to straighten their wings and tell them where to fly, when to sleep, how to summon the dead things to them. They shrug him off, uninterested in cowing to the cult he’s desperate to craft in his own honor.

			“This isn’t the way, girls,” he tells them, but they don’t listen, not now that they have each other. 

			So he does the only thing he can think of. He betrays them. He summons everyone he can—their former doctors and the sheriffs and the neighbors always at the ready with a torch and a grudge. The world’s been looking for them, and he knows it. 

			As figures bear down on the house, their voices close enough to prickle your skin, you awaken your daughter in her bed. 

			“We have to run again, baby,” you whisper, but she beams back at you.

			“No, we don’t,” she says, and it finally occurs to you that this was always part of the plan. Everyone in one place, all of those who thought the girls should be fixed, exiled, suffocated. Here on your daughters’ terms, now that they’re together and strong and ready.   

			The invaders assemble on the lawn, and the girls meet them there, your would-be leader at the forefront. 

			“You had your chance to listen to me,” he says to your daughters, but one of the mothers shakes her head and draws the blinds. None of you wants to hear another word from him. Gathered in a circle in the living room, you spend the rest of the evening playing different card games. Rummy and War and Patience. You win three hands.  

			Outside, there’s a symphony of chaos and pleas and the cracking of bone, but with the shadowy outlines of your daughters buzzing merrily past the blood-streaked windows, you just smile. 

			It’s become so easy to ignore the screams. 

			Sometimes, all the advice in the world won’t help. Sometimes, you have to let your child figure it out for herself. 

			In the morning, it’s quiet on the compound, and you discover the phones have gone dead. Of course, you don’t mind. There’s no one left out in the world you want to talk to. 

			As the other mothers murmur in their sleep, you go outside with your coffee. There are no bones on the lawn. No people either. There will never be new people arriving here again. The girls make sure of it. You wonder if the town you left behind is still there, or if, on your daughter’s command, it’s decayed away into nothing, the same as all the trees past the perimeter. While annihilation is a nice thought, they’re probably still out there, those other mothers with their wingless children, wandering the grocery store aisles, their eyes vacant, never seeing anything. Certainly not seeing you.  

			But they’re no matter now. This is where you belong, a place no one will ever go hungry, not so long as the dead things keep appearing on your doorstep. Rabbits with their throats torn out. Deer that skin themselves. The scent of rot no longer bothers you. Maybe you’ve grown accustomed to it, or maybe it’s grown accustomed to you. 

			You kneel in the grass and scoop up a handful of housefly wings. Then, with your daughter fluttering past, giggling, you let the wings cascade back to the earth, falling one by one from your palm, like withered rose petals. 

			As the sun sneaks up through the ashen trees, you listen to your daughter, and all the other daughters too, singing their strange lullabies to the sky. And at last, when you’re ready, you part your lips and join in, the final voice in a chorus that rumbles through the earth and turns the universe to dust. 

		

	
		
			The Girls from the 
Horror Movie

			You’ve seen my face before. Late-night on your television screen, maybe even in your nightmares afterward. I’m the giggling little girl from the horror movie. 

			You know the one. Big haunted house, frazzled family, no way out. Just don’t make the mistake of thinking I’m the cute kid that everybody hopes will survive to the end credits. No, I’m the tiny monster who keeps the others from making it that far. 

			I’m only in one scene, but it’s a badge of honor to make it through my two-minute screen time without covering your eyes. (You probably failed on your first try, but that’s okay. Most people do.) Because once you witness me, it’s an image you’ll never escape.

			God knows I can’t. 

			I’m sitting behind a table at a horror film convention when I see myself across the room. Lavender cloak, long hair in tangles, hands stained red—this version of me hasn’t existed in years, not since the director yelled cut for the last time. 

			“Is that really you?” A man is looming over me, but he’s not looking at the little girl. He’s referring to the 8x10 pictures on my table, the ones I’m signing for five bucks a pop. 

			“Yes, it’s me,” I say, fidgeting. Why would I be autographing a photograph of a stranger?   

			A fluorescent light flickers overhead, and the man squints at the decades-old picture before glancing again at my middle-aged face. 

			“I guess I can see it,” he says finally, and then wanders off without buying anything. Typical. Only the true believers are here when the doors open on Friday afternoon, and most of them don’t believe in me anymore, the creepy little kid who did the stupid thing and grew up.  

			I look across the room again, but the girl dressed as me is gone. My stomach clenches, and I tell myself it was nothing, just a really good costume. Everybody knows people love to dress up at these cons. Make-believe is all that matters here. 

			The hours dissolve around me, and a few more attendees shuffle through the front door. I pose for selfies with them and sign a VHS or two. A newbie director with low-budget ideas and a low-rent jacket buys me a hot dog from a concession booth and pitches his latest project. 

			“It’ll screen at all the festivals,” he promises, the same way they always make promises that nobody ever keeps. 

			I should have told him no the moment he approached my table, but I’m hungry, and the 8x10s aren’t selling like they used to. Plus, these days, any opportunity is better than none. 

			He slurps down a drink of flat Coca-Cola. “Do you think we could get your sister on board too?”

			I shake my head. “Zoe doesn’t act anymore.”

			She never really did, I want to say, but nobody has a right to know anything about her, not if Zoe doesn’t want to tell them herself. 

			Besides, the director isn’t really worried about her. He keeps yammering on about how big his budget is and all the other actors he’s going to sign to this project. His voice, like a butter knife against concrete, sets my skin buzzing, and I grimace, turning toward a nearby window. 

			Outside, the little girl is standing alone in the parking lot. She’s right there, but she’s somehow invisible too, as people come and go from the convention center, their gazes never sliding past her. 

			I’m watching myself through the window, and only I can see me. 

			My twin sister and I were five years old when the casting agent spotted us in line at the ice cream stand, a meet-cute that ended up in all the trivia blogs about the film. 

			Discovered on the roadside, Zoe with a cup of Neapolitan and Veronica with a double scoop of cherry sherbet. 

			Our mom peered over her dime-store sunglasses, dollar signs already in her eyes. “What exactly will they need to do?” 

			The casting agent sat us down and explained it all, speaking slowly as though our mother was a child too. The film wanted a pair of girls, even though there was only one character for us to play. It was easier to use twins apparently, something about labor laws and the number of hours that kids could work, things we didn’t understand back then. 

			Zoe gripped my arm, edging closer to me. “Will we get to stay together?” she asked, as the casting agent promised us the world. Dressing rooms, and chairs with our names on them, and more money than any kindergartner could count. 

			I leaned forward, my ice cream cone melting, smearing rivers of red down my hand. “But which of us will be in the movie?” 

			The casting agent flashed me a stiff smile. “Don’t worry, honey. You’ll both be stars.”

			Zoe is sprawled out on the couch when I get home with takeout, twenty dollars’ worth, the amount I made for all four of the autographed pictures I sold. She barely looks up when I walk through the door, and I almost ask if she’s left the couch at all today, but I don’t want to fight with her again. 

			“They’re screening the film tomorrow,” I say, as we eat together in the living room, me on the floor, her tucked under a blanket, still in that same spot.

			Zoe shakes her head. “Who cares about some thirty-year-old movie?” She abandons what’s left of her linguine and retreats further beneath her blanket. “So you’re going back there?”

			I shrug. “The table’s for the whole weekend.”

			The lamp next to us flares for a moment, and Zoe won’t look at me. She wants to forget about the movie altogether, but the movie won’t forget us. We’ve been decals on T-shirts and parodied on Saturday Night Live. Every Halloween, girls still dress up as our character, short-skirted and bloodied versions of us popping up on Instagram, framed with glittering filters.

			“I wish it would go away,” Zoe always says, and I agree with her until somebody offers me a free table at a con, and I figure it will buy us dinner or maybe keep the lights on for another month. That’s the excuse I give her anyway, but she knows the truth. Even now, I’m still looking for that big break, the role that would change our luck. 

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		




















































	OEBPS/font/TimesNewRomanPS-ItalicMT.ttf


OEBPS/image/titlepage.png
THE

HAUNTED

HOUSES
SHE CALLS

HER DN

GWENDOLYN RISTE





OEBPS/image/THHSCHO_COVER_promo.jpg
,JT\M

i 1 e
HHUN‘I’ED’

\ A
E, SHE I:ﬂLLs? f

HER UL

. I}UJENHIILYN ﬁls'rﬁ‘
™ o 1 e 'l

“‘“\ f‘""





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

		
  Contents


  
    		Haunted Houses ebook


    		A New Mother’s Guide to Raising an Abomination


    		The Girls from the Horror Movie


    		The Sea Witch of the World’s Fair


    		The Eight People Who Murdered Me


    		Melting Point


    		Her Skin a Grim Canvas


    		The Last Video Store on the Left


    		Ides


    		In the Belly of the Wolf


    		Sister Glitter Blood


    		The Mad Monk of the Motor City


    		Best Friends Forever


    		The Eleven Films of Oona Cashford


    		All the Hippies Are Dying


    		Lost in Darkness and Distance


    		The Haunted Houses She Calls Her Own


    		Previous Publications


    		About the Author


  




		Landmarks


			
						Cover


			


		
	

OEBPS/font/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/MyriadPro-It.otf


OEBPS/font/MyriadPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/font/TimesNewRomanPSMT.ttf


OEBPS/font/AGaramondPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/font/AquilineTwo.ttf


OEBPS/font/AGaramondPro-Italic.otf


OEBPS/image/textdogPUNCH.png





OEBPS/font/TimesNewRoman-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/font/GermaniaOne-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/font/AGaramondPro-Regular.otf


