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      The candles on the table between the four of us (five, if you counted Gravy) sputtered and crackled. Through the thin columns of herb-scented smoke, Avette Dreuger fixed me with a pale white stare that I assumed was meant to be disquieting. At least, I thought she was staring at me. It was hard to tell when you couldn’t see her pupils.

      “Your hair is awful,” she said. “Truly garish.”

      I shushed Gravy’s yap of protest at her snide tone. (Although he wasn’t so offended that he lifted his head more than two inches off my lap to do it.) I appreciated the support, but I wasn’t so easily disquieted that a dirty look and a jab at my hair were going to give me the vapors. Not even considering the source. “Did my Aunt Fiona put you up to saying that? Because you sound exactly like her.”

      Avette ignored the question in favor of hearing herself talk some more. “I haven’t had a great deal of time to look around over the years, of course, trapped underground as long as I was. Is this the fashion now? I’m fairly certain we didn't have hair that color when I was alive.”

      I rolled my eyes. “I assure you, red hair existed when you were alive.”

      “Not that red.”

      “That’s just petty,” Holly muttered. Her pointed chin was set, probably in solidarity, her own hair being a moderately garish turquoise.

      “Seriously.” Ivy’s critical expression mirrored her twin’s. I was sure neither of my cousins realized it was a near perfect reproduction of their mother’s resting complainer face. “You don’t sound evil at all. More just sort of … bratty, to be honest. Autumn’s hair is entirely beside the point.”

      “And that point would be …?” Avette asked.

      “Whether you might like to vacate your focus and move on,” said Ivy. “We thought you might be ready, and wanted to give you the chance.”

      “It can’t be very fun for you,” Holly added, “sitting in a box all day long with nothing to do. Can you even hear what’s going on in the shop, when you’re in there?”

      This probably sounds like we were ganging up on an unfortunate homeless woman or something, so let me back up. Don’t worry, Avette did not live in a box. Nor were her eyes normally the color of milk, nor the air around her usually so cold that her breath came out in a cloud when she spoke. But Avette was not, at present, Avette.

      She, her husband, and their two kids had only recently moved to Poplar Knot. (Not into a box, but into a large and lovely Victorian on a huge triple lot. Avette Dreuger was doing just fine.) She was the first true medium we’d met in years. We’d barely dropped off her welcome-to-town baked goods before Holly and Ivy begged her to come to Holly Tree Lane—my family’s spell shop—to do a sitting with Matilda Mistmantle.

      Tilly the Terror was haunting a focus we’d acquired eight months back, which was inconvenient because the silver pendant, stamped with the bear-and-rowan symbol of the Mistmantle family, was powerful. And genuine Mistmantle artifacts were very rare. We could’ve sold it for a lot of money, if it hadn’t come with a malevolent ghost attached.

      Actually, we probably could’ve sold it for a lot of money even with the malevolent ghost attached, but that would’ve been irresponsible. Who knew what sort of havoc Tilly might have wreaked, had I not locked her away in a glass box bound with iron, spelled by Aunt Fiona to keep her trapped inside. 

      Avette—Tilly—tapped her fingernail against her teeth. “You’re right, I am a bit bored. But I have a better solution, I think. Suppose I lay a curse, so you all die very young, and childless, and your family dies out just as mine did? That might keep me occupied for a bit.”

      Ivy gasped softly, but I remained unmoved. I’d give Tilly points for effort, I guessed, but I knew perfectly well that she couldn’t use Avette’s body to do magic. Avette was a medium; she wasn’t possessed. Tilly could speak through her only as long as Avette allowed it. As for doing magic without a body, I’d never heard of a ghost casting a spell before. Their power was all in fomenting fear, upset, and the occasional heart attack. And that only worked if you let it.

      My phone rang before I could tell Tilly off for making empty threats. I groaned inwardly when I saw the contact name on the screen, but decided to answer it anyway, just for the fun of being rude to our ghostly guest. Besides, I had some experience with trying to put off Marie Scheck, and it wasn’t to be done. If I didn’t answer it now, she would only keep calling until I did.

      “Marie! One sec,” I said into my phone, then held up one finger toward Avette. “Hold that thought, Tilly, I have to take this. Gravy, down.”

      I stood and walked to the other end of the shop, then wedged myself between two of the bookshelves that lined the wall, leaning my shoulders back against one and stretching my legs so my toes touched the other. The smell of old books always soothed me. “Thanks for waiting. How nice to hear from you!”

      It was not nice to hear from Marie. It was never nice to hear from Marie. Marie was rude, entitled, and worst of all, mean as a snake. But she was a good client. She wasn’t one of our folk herself, but she’d been raised by a witch grandmother, and still lived in her childhood home. Since the grandmother’s death two years back, I’d bought three spellbooks and a focus from Marie, and sold them for a tidy profit.

      She didn’t return my greeting, unless you want to count “I need you to come out here today” as a greeting. Before I could answer, she immediately amended “today” to “right now.” It may be worth noting that it was two in the afternoon, and she lived a two-hour drive away.

      Nothing about this surprised me. Thinking it was within her power to summon me wasn’t out of character. “Oh? Have you found another piece you’d like me to look at?” I hoped that was the reason. None of the other reasons she called me were nearly as pleasant.

      “No, I’ve been cursed. I need you to come and fix it.”

      “A curse, huh?” I glanced over at the seating area, where Holly and Ivy were still giving Avettilly their full, and by the look of it, horrified, attention. (Gravy, on the other hand, appeared to have resumed his nap in the chair I’d vacated.) “There seems to be a bit of that going around today.”

      “What?” Marie made an irritated noise. “Whatever. Mine needs to be a priority. It’s bad.”

      I doubted it was bad. I doubted “it” was anything at all.

      Difficult as she made it sometimes, I tried to have compassion for Marie, because it seemed to be an enormous source of disappointment for her that she wasn’t a witch. It had made her a sort of witch hanger-on, a type I was familiar with. (You might even have called my friend Trevor one, if you were feeling uncharitable. But Trevor was an essential and highly valued part of his community. Marie was just a pain in the butt.)

      She surrounded herself with as many witches as possible, and saw magic in everything. Even where none was present. Especially where none was present. She had once, for example, accused me of poisoning her half-and-half with a potion that would hypnotize her into selling a book at less than market value. That half-and-half was no less than thirty-six days past its expiration date.

      “What makes you think you’re cursed?” I asked.

      “Must you waste time instead of taking my word for it?”

      “Well, it would help me to know what we’re dealing with.”

      “I crave things,” Marie said, all breathy with her manufactured drama. “Ridiculous things. And ‘crave’ is too mild a word. I get completely obsessed. I have to have them, or I’ll … I’m like a heroin addict. Tacos, filet mignon, turnips. I don’t even like turnips. And cantaloupe! You can’t get cantaloupe this time of year!”

      So she was cursed because she was hungry, and it was November? I estimated Marie’s age to be around forty, which put her in the range for a more mundane explanation. “I don’t want to get too personal here, but having weird cravings sounds more like a pregnancy thing than a curse thing.”

      “I’ve taken a pregnancy test! And anyway it’s not just food. It’s also … the other thing.”

      “What other thing?”

      “The …” Marie cleared her throat, then whispered loudly, “The company of men. Well, a man. My boyfriend, I guess you could call him, but it’s complicated. Anyway, lately I haven’t been able to get enough of him, either.”

      Hence the pregnancy test, I guessed. But Marie’s company-of-men life wasn’t really something I wanted a lot of vivid detail on. I closed my eyes, praying for patience, and corrected course. “None of that really sounds like a curse to me.”

      “You always think you’re the smartest person in every conversation, don’t you?” She was sneering. I distinctly heard a sneer.

      Thanks for the opening. I’ll just go ahead and exit through it, if you don’t mind. “I don’t think that at all. Especially not in this conversation, because I don’t know a lot about curses. That’s why I’m so confused as to why you’re calling me about this.”

      “I know you took the curse off that woman in your town last summer. Witches talk. You’ve got to do that for me.”

      “Witches talk, but they don’t always get it right. It wasn’t a curse. And it was very much a joint effort.”

      “Are you going to help me, or not?” Marie snapped.

      “It’s not that I don’t want to help you.” Yes it is. “I just don’t see how I can.”

      “You won’t even try?” She pivoted from scolding to cajoling with a side of whine. “I can’t trust anyone in this town right now, not even my friends. And you’re the best witch I know otherwise. And you’re the only one I know who’s ever removed a curse—”

      “Not a curse,” I repeated.

      “You’re not listening. Someone is after me. Will you take me seriously if they kill me? Is that what it will take?”

      “I don’t think you can die of lust and taco cravings. Definitely not taco cravings, anyway. I speak from experience on that one.”

      “I forgot. You also think you’re the funniest person in every conversation. Go on then, make fun. Enjoy your laugh.”

      Peachy. We’d moved on to the passive-aggressive stage. What was I supposed to say? That I wasn’t laughing?

      Thankfully, Marie went on before I was obliged to lie. “We’ll see who’s laughing when you’ve got a friend’s death on your conscience.”

      Snort. A friend. “Even if I could come out there today, which I can’t, there’s honestly nothing I could do for you. If you really believe you’re cursed, you should call the Inquisition Office.”

      Marie huffed. “You don’t think I tried that? They won’t do anything. They treated me like I was nobody, I assume because I’m not a member of the Federation. I don’t think they half believed me anyway.”

      That makes all of us.

      “Autumn!” Holly and Ivy were beckoning me back over.

      Gravy, standing on the arm of his chair, added his own yap of demand to the chorus. If he was awake, it must be bad. Avette was standing (not on her chair) and looking like herself again, if a bit droopier than when she arrived. She pressed her hands to the small of her back, and blew a lock of lank brown hair off her face.

      “Marie,” I said, “I’m so sorry, but I’m afraid I have to go. I really hope one of your other friends can help you.”

      She was still protesting that it had to be me, and it had to be today, when I ended the call.
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      “She said there’s trouble ahead for all of us.” Holly waved her fork in a gesture that encompassed all seven people at the dinner table, including herself. Then she flicked it toward the corner, where Gravy lay on his dining-room bed (he had dedicated beds for five different rooms in the house), politely waiting for someone to drop some pasta, or better yet, a meatball. “Even Gravy!”

      “Not true,” said Ivy. “I notice she left you out of it, Avette. I expect she was grateful to you for giving her a voice.” She smiled at Avette, whom we’d invited to stay for dinner. It was the least we could do. We hadn’t known her long, but she seemed like a quiet, unassuming sort of person. Channeling Tilly Mistmantle had been a little overwhelming for her.

      “A voice to curse us with,” Holly grumbled.

      Aunt Fiona’s bony face clearly registered her disapproval. Which is to say, it was slightly more disapproving than it always was by default. Even when she slept. I’d always assumed Aunt Fiona dreamed exclusively about correcting people who were doing magic wrong. “You know better than that,” she said to Holly. “She couldn’t cast a hostile spell or prognosticate while she was speaking through Avette. It wasn’t even a prediction.”

      “Just empty words,” said Uncle Septon.

      “Cold ones, though.” Avette shivered a little as she took the basket of garlic rolls Aunt March offered her. “I’ve never been so cold. And I’ve been a medium pretty much my whole life. Did my first sitting at six years old, alongside my mother. We had a neighbor who needed to ask his grandma where she’d left some jewelry.”

      “Even empty words can hurt, if you fill them up yourself.” Aunt March’s once red, now mostly white chignon bobbed along with her sage nod. She was very fond of making (and making up) remarks that sounded like platitudes, but that when examined didn’t actually make a lot of sense.

      “So a self-fulfilling prophecy, you mean,” said Ivy, bobbing her own auburn bun in return. Red hair and gray eyes were ubiquitous Trelayne features. “If she scares us enough, we might invite bad luck, just by expecting it.”

      “Exactly,” March said. “But if you don’t give her any power, then she won’t have any.”

      “That’s good news for you, Autumn.” Holly (who sidestepped the red hair by dying hers bright, unnatural colors) raised her glass to me. “She said it was going to be especially bad for you.”

      I waved that away. “She just doesn’t like my hair.”

      Ivy pointed at me. “I bet she’s mad at you for being friends with a Baird.”

      “You’re friends with a Baird?” Avette leaned forward.

      “Two Bairds,” said Holly.

      Avette looked impressed. The Bairds were an old—and obscenely rich—Carolina family against whom Tilly held a particular grudge. Which was funny, since she was the one who’d wronged them, more than the other way around.

      “Actually, it was because of the Mistmantle focus that I met them. They—for pity’s sake.” I took my phone out of my pocket and pressed Decline on the second call from Marie I’d gotten since we sat down. The last thing I wanted at the end of a long day was another conversation with Miss Fit. I’d never been so grateful for Aunt Fiona’s no-phones-at-the-table rule.

      Which I was in violation of, decline or no decline. Fiona glared at me until the phone was out of sight again.

      “Marie Scheck,” I said, by way of explanation. “She feels strongly that I need to drop everything and go out there to remove a curse.”

      “Why would she suppose you could remove a curse?” Aunt Fiona asked.

      At the same time, Uncle Septon asked, “Who does she want you to remove this curse from?”

      “Whom,” Aunt March corrected.

      Despite the grammatical error, I went with Septon’s question. Fiona’s low opinion of my magical skills wasn’t a subject I cared to explore in front of our new neighbor. Or ever, really. As far as I was concerned, twenty-one years of living with my aunt and uncle had exhausted the topic thoroughly. “From her, of course. She doesn’t care enough about anyone else to bother.”

      “I assume this curse is made up?” Aunt March asked.

      I chuckled. “The main symptom seems to be that she wants cantaloupe.”

      “To be fair, that is unfortunate,” said Ivy. “You can’t get decent melon this time of year.”

      Avette made a wistful noise. “I can’t wait for spring to plant my garden. I miss my old one so.”

      “What did you grow, apart from the usual herbs?” Aunt Fiona asked.

      From there the subject moved on to gardening, and my troublesome client was forgotten.

      Until the next day, when I got a voicemail informing me that Marie Scheck was dead.
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      Trevor ushered me into his house and straight into a hug. “What happened?”

      I allowed myself a moment to wallow in the (platonic) comfort of his (muscular, it’s not like platonic makes you blind) arms and chest. Trevor, for mysterious reasons I’d never been able to solve, always smelled like rain. It wasn’t soap or aftershave or anything, because he’d smelled like this since we were five.

      “I killed someone,” I told his shirt, then buried my face in it again.

      His chest rumbled under my forehead. A chuckle. A sympathetic one, but still a chuckle. He didn’t believe me. He thought I was exaggerating, or overreacting, or making something about me that wasn’t. To be fair, none of those things were entirely unlike me.

      He squeezed me a little tighter. “So you said.”

      And so I had. I’d texted him four seconds after I ended my call with Naomi Pine, and told him I’d killed someone and I was going to need some donuts. I know, who was I to be demanding donuts, when Marie Scheck would never have another one? I’m not proud of my coping mechanisms. But there’s no point in glazing over them, either. (Glazing. Donuts. See what I did there?)

      Really? Trevor had replied. I always prefer risotto after I kill someone. Come for dinner, I’m making some.

      He was an angel for trying to cheer me—a murderer—up, but if pressed I would admit that he was not as great a cook as he thought he was. And risotto was not donuts. Still, I wasn’t ready to sit at my own dinner table and invite the bottomless, bickering opinions of five Trelaynes. I took him up on the offer, bringing with me my gratitude, my min pin, and a container of brownies Aunt March had made that morning.

      The brownies were getting squished between us, and Gravy was getting frustrated with this hugging that didn’t include him. I stepped away from Trevor and handed him the container. He handed it straight back so he could pick up Gravy instead. Gravy immediately started licking Trevor’s heavily whiskered chin.

      “Is Esme here?” I asked, referring to Trevor’s stepmother, and the whole reason he lived in Poplar Knot despite being a stranger. (Not a stranger in the common sense of the word, obviously. It’s what witches call nonmagical folk.) When we were kids, he’d spent his summers here with his father and Esme. Then he grew up, his father moved out, and Esme fell under the influence of a hostile spell. Trevor transferred to a nearby college and moved to Poplar Knot to take care of her.

      He never did leave school; he was a perpetual grad student now. But his caregiving days were over. Esme was cured, and fine, and I sincerely hoped she was helping with the risotto.

      Trevor gestured down the hall. “In the kitchen, so I guess you might as well save the story until we get in there, so you don’t have to tell it twice.”

      Gravy abandoned us as soon as Trevor set him down, to go nap in his favorite living-room chair with Poggin, Esme’s cat. The two had formed an unlikely friendship based on the shared trauma of a household accident, and were now practically inseparable. Apparently not even the smell of melting butter could tempt Gravy away. Now that was loyalty.

      Esme wrapped me in a warm hug of her own, her dark, beaded braids mingling with my single red one. “What happened, love? Trevor says someone ran afoul of a spell you sold them.”

      Ah, he’d assumed it had something to do with the shop. I supposed that would be the obvious conclusion to draw. But the truth was so much worse. “Something more directly my responsibility, I’m afraid. Thank you.” I accepted a glass of wine from Trevor. A heavy pour. Such a good man. “Someone asked for my help. Practically begged. And I refused her.”

      There was a pile of mushrooms on the kitchen island. I helped myself to a knife from the rack, and chopped them while I recounted my conversation with Marie the day before.

      “And I was so mean to her,” I finished. I turned the mushrooms over to Trevor and started on some parsley. “I practically hung up on her. That’s going to stick with me forever. Then today I get a message from this Naomi woman, who says she’s Marie’s next-door neighbor and best friend. Was Marie’s next-door neighbor and best friend.”

      “Only friend,” Trevor said. “I’m surprised she even had the one.”

      I smacked him with a towel. “Yesterday that would’ve been funny. Today, not so much. So I call Naomi back, and she tells me Marie drowned in the community pool last night. Someone came in for their evening workout and found her there by herself, just floating. Nobody else was there. The police seem to think it was an accident. Which is ridiculous.”

      “It’s not ridiculous at all.” Esme topped off her wine, then took a seat at the table. “Drowning usually is an accident. Here, come and sit with me while he stirs. The broth is done, the rest is a one-man job.”

      “You good?” I asked Trevor. I did not mention how relieved I was that Esme had taken care of the cooking liquid; that was really the key. That and the stirring, which I knew Trevor could manage.

      He gave me that sweet smile that was the stuff swoons were made of. Among the girls on his campus, anyway. After two decades, I was pretty immune to it. “I’m good.”

      I took the chair opposite Esme. “It would be nice to think it was an accident. Well, as nice as it is to think anything about someone dying. But how does a strong swimmer randomly drown in a pool she swims in three times a week?”

      “Lots of ways,” Esme said. “Aneurysm. Stroke. Heart attack. Fell and hit her head. Pick one.”

      “On the same day she told me she was cursed?” I raised my brows at her. “That can’t be a coincidence. Which means it can’t be an accident.”

      Trevor didn’t pause his stirring, but he threw me a glance over his shoulder. “I don’t get how an accident is any more ridiculous an explanation than ‘craving turnips made her drown.’ Is your theory that she was looking for turnips at the bottom of the pool?”

      I huffed. “Obviously it escalated from turnip cravings.”

      “Obvious to whom?” Esme asked. “Yesterday it was obvious to you that there was no curse at all.”

      I gaped at her. “Right, because yesterday she was alive.” How could either of them not see this? Were they just refusing to, to make me feel better? Because surely they weren’t right, and I wasn’t really putting myself at the center of something that didn’t actually involve me at all. Perish the thought.

      It did involve me—because Marie herself had involved me in it. “She told me she was afraid this might kill her, and I made fun of her for it.”

      “And you were right to,” said Trevor. “Because, and this really can’t be stressed enough, turnips do not kill people. That’s why there’s no rehab for turnip addiction. I’ve never even heard of a violent turnip allergy.”

      I glared at him. “And yet she is, in fact, dead. Do you know why Naomi called me? She said Marie left instructions that I be informed immediately if anything happened to her, so Naomi was just honoring that wish. Sounds like Marie was going on and on about this curse for the past two or three days, to all her friends. Apparently she had several, by the way, so that’s another thing you’re wrong about. Some sort of craft club or something. Not witchcraft, just the stranger kind. Anyway, Naomi said I only became part of that story yesterday, and I guess it was after Marie and I talked, because Marie made it very clear that I’d abandoned her, and that if she died because of it, she wanted to be sure I knew and would carry that burden for the rest of my life.”

      Esme scoffed. “What a load of melodrama. You’re letting this woman manipulate you from beyond the grave.” She patted my hand. “This isn’t you talking, love, it’s your guilt. This isn’t your fault. Even if she was cursed—”

      “Which she probably wasn’t,” Trevor interjected.

      “—and even if somehow that did lead to her drowning—”

      “Which it probably didn’t.” He just couldn’t resist.

      “—it’s still not your fault,” Esme finished. “What could you have done?”

      “I don’t know,” I said, “but I’m not the only one who thinks I bear some blame here. After I got off the call with Naomi? Gravy lectured me.”

      “Oh.” Esme frowned. As well she might; this didn’t fit her coincidence-and-manipulation narrative. She was familiar with Gravy’s “lectures,” which were not, of course, the same sort of lectures a human would deliver. Familiars are no more capable of speech or telepathy than any other pet.

      But dogs, as you know if you’ve ever had one, are very judgy, and perfectly capable of communicating anger and disappointment. Gravy’s most dramatic method of expressing himself was getting on top of a chair, desk, whatever would get his head higher than yours, by means of whatever gymnastics were required. Once he was in position, you could expect anywhere from twelve to forty-three seconds of harsh yapping, depending on your crime. Sometimes he had a warning to impart. Sometimes his dinner was just late.

      “But you weren’t casting a spell or anything, looking for insight?” Esme asked.

      “No, nothing like that.” I dropped my eyes. “I was crying, though.”

      “Then he could tell you were upset,” she said. “And he sensed you felt guilty about it. I’m sure that’s all it was.”

      I was not at all sure that was all it was. I got up to get placemats and plates. By the time I got to the silverware, I’d made up my mind. “I’m going out there.”

      “To Cranberry?” Trevor (still stirring) asked.

      “Granbery. And yes.”

      “I don’t mean to sound insensitive, but isn’t it too late for that?”

      I pursed my lips at his back. “That’s you not being insensitive?”

      “I just mean, what can you do now?”

      “Believe her, for one thing. Look into it? I don’t know.” I set a fork down in front of Esme, then gave a helpless shrug to nobody in particular. “Get justice, maybe? It sounds like it’s going to be written off as an accident.”

      “That’s probably because it was an accident,” Trevor said.

      I sat back down and took another sip of wine. One by one, I tapped my fingers against my thumb, back and forth and back again. “A cast,” I muttered.

      “What was that?” Trevor, done stirring at last, set the pan of risotto in the middle of the table and sat down.

      “A cast,” I repeated, then looked at Esme. “If there was one accident, then there were two. I just remembered. Naomi said something about having a cast on her foot. That was why she wasn’t at the rec center with Marie last night. Sounds like they usually swam together, but obviously Naomi couldn’t swim like that.”

      Esme narrowed her eyes. “Did you ask her what happened?”

      “No. I was kind of in shock, I guess. But say there is a curse. What if it’s spreading? Curses have been known to, on occasion.”

      “Isn’t Granbery like half witches?” Trevor asked. “Even if there is a rampant curse on the loose, surely they can take care of it.”

      I waved the serving spoon at him. “Not if they’re all already cursed.”

      “So your plan would be to go out there and get cursed yourself? What, as a show of solidarity?” He scowled. “Why don’t you just call your boyfriend and tell him to look into it?”

      He always got that look on his face when Callum came up. They were not each other’s biggest fans. I rolled my eyes. “He’s not my boyfriend, we’ve had three dates. Months apart.”

      “I counted four.”

      I snorted. “I’m sure you did. Four being such a milestone. Weren’t you just saying last week you’re not texting Miss Step again, because three dates is your limit?”

      Trevor, in all his blond-haired and blue-eyed glory, had more first and second dates than I could count. And I was a girl who counted everything, a nervous habit I’d developed when I was small. He’d had exactly six third dates in as many years, including Miss Step (whose misstep was eating off Trevor’s plate), and only two fourth dates.

      “I said it’s my limit if it’s not going anywhere,” he said. “Are you saying this thing with the Inquisitor is going somewhere?”

      I decided not to answer that. Mainly because I didn’t know the answer. Trevor was right: it was four dates
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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
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OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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