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      Meg didn’t like the way the sun disappeared behind the house, leaving her feeling alone and chilled. It was cloudy, certainly, but the sun had been peeking out until she drove up into the gravel parking area. The house wasn’t that big, probably the sort that would be described as a Craftsman style with the large oversized porch facing the street, if there had actually been a street.

      The paint had once been white, but was now gray and peeling—but only if you looked closely. Someone had cared for the place.

      That someone wasn’t Meg.

      It was too lonely out there, off a long, winding mountain road that left her lost in a way Meg rarely felt in the Pacific Northwest. Of course, she wasn’t on Whisper proper, she was in, or perhaps outside of, Sultan, halfway up Highway 2 towards Steven’s Pass.

      It had been a wet October and the small gravel parking lot was dark black from splotches of water that had puddled and had not yet dried. The rest was gray, a darker color than the house. In a horror movie, the yard wouldn’t have been cared for but this one was.

      There were well-trimmed rhodies lining the front below the porch, obscuring her view of all but the top bar of the rail. The lawn was cut and neatly edged. There were flower pots on the porch, although they were gray and had nothing blooming, but the few clumps of dirt that sat next to them were dark and rich, as if someone had recently dug out dying plants. It spoke to someone taking care of the place.

      A shadow moved behind the window. Meg shivered. She did not want to go into the house.

      “Then don’t,” Peter’s voice intruded in her mind. She heard Peter speaking to her through their unique telepathic link and felt him reaching out through her sense and heightening them.  The shrill cry of a hawk reached her although she didn’t even see one circling overhead. For all she knew Peter was watching the creature back on Whisper and letting her hear something familiar.

      The door opened with a slight squeak, a pale hand poking around the edges. Hadn’t the owners heard of WD-40? Of course, if you were going for the Haunted House look, a squeak at the door made it all the better.

      Meg tried to shush her misgivings. There was something… off about the house.

      “It’s haunted, like they told you,” Peter snorted, once again speaking to her telepathically.

      Meg had nothing to say to that. Their unique bond let Peter, an earth spirit, know what she knew. Peter enjoyed taking human form, but he was limited to Whisper proper—the mountain was his land, his earth, as it were—but the bond he shared with Meg enabled him to use her eyes to see places that he wouldn’t otherwise be able to go.

      Peter had saved her a few years back when another earth spirit had been awakened near Whisper and Meg had nearly been killed. In saving her, he had come to realize that she wouldn’t get lost in his much larger and more complex nature, and they had bonded, becoming a couple, if such things were possible between humans and non-humans.

      For the most part, it suited Meg to be with him. She wasn’t always comfortable with his choices. She hated that he didn’t understand the idea of sexual faithfulness. She equally hated that he believed himself a law unto his own when on Whisper proper. Thinking about some of Peter’s attitudes now made Meg even more uncomfortable than the house, so she pushed them away and concentrated on the man standing on the porch.

      He was real enough, tall and thin, and wearing blue jeans and tennis shoes like so many people did in the Northwest. His hair was dark brown, and he had a scruffy beard that needed trimming. Probably Hal Benson, Marlys’ husband. He hadn’t come to the office to ask after Meg’s investigative services, but Marlys had mentioned him.

      Marlys had said he wasn’t at all thrilled at paying someone to find something that he was certain had only been misplaced.

      “You that detective?” he asked. His voice was softer than Meg would have expected, but then again, he probably did a lot of whispering when he and his wife ran the haunted house tours. They actually lived in the remodeled barn out back, hidden behind some trees. Marlys said the house was just too “active” for her.

      Meg hadn’t been certain what she meant, but now that she was closer to the house, she had an idea. She wouldn’t want to live there either.

      “Meg Barringer,” Meg said, coming up to the porch and offering her hand to Hal. He smelled strongly of marijuana. So strongly, in fact, that Meg wondered if it would be safe for her drive the hour plus back to Whisper. She was probably impaired just from the fumes his body was giving off.

      “Hal Benson.” He said it as a statement but didn’t offer his hand. “Marlys said you’d be here. Asked me to wait.”

      Meg nodded. “She asked me to help you find the accounting books?”

      Hal nodded. “Nothing we shouldn’t be able to do ourselves.”

      “Then between all of us it should be easy enough,” Meg said. “And it will be factored into the new security system we’ll be setting up for you for the holiday.”

      With Halloween coming, the Bensons had asked about security. Dillon had given them a quote and he’d be out later to see what exactly they would need. On Halloween night they’d have actual personnel out there.

      “Marlys is certain is was a ghost,” Hal said. “Probably not. Ghosts here haven’t ever lifted anything.”

      Meg nodded.

      “It would be unusual for a ghost to be able to move something,” Peter murmured in her head. “Those that can are quite dangerous.”

      Meg was put immediately in mind of Whitney Dixon, a very powerful young woman whom Peter had euphemistically “taken care of” because she could have challenged him for the land which his spirit inhabited. She had become a ghost who was powerful enough to move things, or at least inhabit a human. Perhaps that negative experience with ghosts was why Meg was so averse to the house.

      “And what do you think?” Meg asked out loud trying to stand as far back from Hal as possible.

      “I think she misplaced it. Was probably working on it and then took it with her and left it somewhere.”

      “Where do you normally work on the books?” Meg asked.

      “We have an office back in through here. Lets us keep things working, keeps us there when we aren’t on tours, makes it harder for kids to try and break in—you know, on dares and stuff. Haven’t had much trouble with that in years.”

      Meg nodded.

      Hal opened the door, which squeaked once more. Hollywood couldn’t have done the squeal better.

      Inside, the house was dimly lit. The windows weren’t large to begin with, the house being a hundred years old, and the Bensons had made sure to line them with thick, dark curtains that minimized what little light did filter in.

      The wallpaper was likely still original in the front room, a sort of flocked floral pattern that had darkened with age. The fireplace was smaller than Meg would have expected and lined with old bricks. The inside was black, either painted or from years of soot. She wasn’t going near enough to check it out.

      There were only two chairs sitting in the room, the sort of easy chair that you might find hidden in the corners of a Goodwill, a bit tattered but still comfortable-looking. One was brown and the other was a sort of brown print, perhaps with flowers. The colors, like those on the wallpaper, were faded and dark, making the pattern hard to make out. The sag in the cushions suggested a much-loved place to rest.

      Beyond the arch was a dark wooden dining room table. It was too shiny to have come with the house, and Meg suspected the Bensons had put it in there for the tour. It was round, small for the room, and off towards the window, the open space to the other side clearly meant to give people walking through the house a place to stand while either Hal or Marlys gave their talk.

      Meg felt a chill and wished she brought her winter coat rather than the lighter windbreaker she had on.

      She glanced around wondering what had caused the chill. The vague unease that she’d been feeling increased. Peter was silent—or as silent as he ever was—in her mind.

      The chill passed as she followed Hal through a doorway to the kitchen, a small, old fashioned, unfurnished area. It was warmer in the kitchen, but no brighter. The refrigerator looked as if it had been old in the 1950s, but hummed along as if it still worked. Meg wondered what it took to keep the thing going. Of course, someone had added on to the back so instead of opening onto a back porch, the doorway across the room took them into a large room that ran the length of the house.

      This room was brighter, though the pale brownish vinyl flooring looked worn. It was probably at least twenty years old, but that was modern compared to everything else. The walls were painted in a cheery yellow and there were even modern blinds on the windows which lined most of the back wall but for another door, this solid wood, painted white.

      A space heater sat in a corner, unplugged, so the room was a bit chill, but not as much as the rest of the house. Light maple colored bookcases, probably from Ikea ran the length of the room, beneath the windows. A similarly colored desk sat in the corner in front of long, low, file cabinets.

      “Normally we do the books here,” Hal said pointing to the desk. There was a black desk chair behind it. Next to it stood a black recliner, slightly newer than the chairs in the front room, and a side table.

      Meg wondered which of those he actually meant. She didn’t actually ask, though.

      “There’s a safe built into the floor over here,” Hal moved to show her. Behind the desk, an empty shelf had been pulled up, revealing the door to a safe. “It’s easy enough for Marlys and me to put the accounting books away. If we have cash, we put it in there until we can get to the bank.”

      Meg nodded.

      “Marlys swears she put the book in the safe, but now and then she sets it on the shelf to put it in the safe later, and forgets it,” Hal said. “Which means if someone broke in, they could have taken it, although why, I don’t know.”

      “Does anyone else have access to the house?” Meg asked.

      “Visitors, when we’re here,” Hal said.

      Meg sighed. “When you’re not here? Anyone else with a key? A house cleaner or someone like that? Maintenance?” Not that the house looked as if anyone had done much maintenance, but surely they would have had some in order to keep the place safe for the visitors, as Hal called them.

      “A house cleaner, but she normally comes when we’re here. Though she has a key, just in case. That would be Ellen Pauls. She’s been with us forever,” Hal said, shaking his head.

      Meg nodded.

      “Anyone else? Any break-ins?”

      “Not that we’ve been able to ascertain,” Hal said. “Nothing else is missing. If they really wanted something, and the book was in the safe, you’d think they’d have taken the money, too. Even if the ledger was sitting out, why take that and nothing else? We’ve got some antique jewelry upstairs that’s quite nice. Nothing to get rich off of. More valuable than an account book, though.”

      Meg nodded. It was warmer in this room than the rest of the house. Her shoulder blades itched like someone was watching her.

      “They are,” Peter whispered in her mind. “But they mean you no harm.”

      It made her want to turn and look but she worried what she might see—or what Peter might let her see—so she forced herself to face Hal, who still smelled of pot. How much did you have to smoke to stink like that? Meg wondered. Of course, if she spent as much time in a haunted house as he did, she might need to take the edge off as well.

      A thump sounded behind her. Meg saw Hal start, then turn a little pale. Her stomach dropped, as she turned so very slowly, like being in a dream where you couldn’t move nearly fast enough.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Rain

          

        

      

    

    
      I had let myself get roped into being part of the first annual Whisper Mountain Halloween Festival. Abby Schmidt had come up with the supposedly brilliant idea for the festival, seeing as Whisper was the Pacific Northwest’s answer to Sedona. We had more magical and New Age shops in town than most large cities.

      “You love it,” Zari A purred at me telepathically. Zari A is my cat-who-is-not-a-cat. Rather she’s an alien being who is studying our planet. Many of her people had taken the form of person or animal in our world, each choosing a creature they thought might have been considered the one in charge. Zari A had guessed cats. I am not always certain she’s wrong.

      Her name is always interesting to me. The letter designation after her name means something to her people, though I am not certain I understand it. Mostly I refer to her as Zari but not always.

      “Not this,” I said. “If I had known…” I would have done it anyway, I suppose. It was too good an opportunity to pass up to get know the movers and shakers in Whisper. Oh, I knew them, and they knew me, but I think many of them tended to see me not as Rain McFarland who had her own talents, but as that interloper in Meg Barringer’s firm.

      For all that I love Whisper, it’s still a very small town in many ways. And very inbred. It was originally settled by five families who were making their way to the settlement of Seattle and got lost. As the story goes, they were drawn to the mountain, which they thought whispered to them in their dreams—knowing Peter, it was probably him who had done the whispering. They stayed, naming the mountain, and later the town, Whisper.

      They all intermarried, and now everyone seems to be someone’s cousin—although fortunately there were enough marriages to people not part of the Old Families (even in my mind I capitalize this) that there are no crazy folks hidden up in attics, although Meg’s grandmother comes close. She’s now in a senior citizens’ home off the mountain, down in Redmond, where I hear she’s putting up quite a fuss.

      At any rate, I’ve only been here for a few years, which means I am still very much a newcomer. I run a security business and partnered with Barringer and Associates to make use of a familiar name. Meg’s name brings us a lot of business, but I’m good at glad-handling and hand-holding and general networking, which means I bring in a fair amount of business, too. Helping with the festival was designed to bring us more.

      Zari half closed her eyes and watched me as I made a note based on the email in front of me.

      The festival had recently been featured on the news. I wasn’t interviewed, of course, but the police chief was and hadn’t looked particularly thrilled about a bunch of costumed people wandering around his streets, and said we were “…gearing up to make sure everyone stayed safe.” My security company was working on that part.

      We were also going to need more portable toilets, according to Abby Schmidt, who lived down in New Whisper. It was her idea to have the festival in the first place. She was good at ideas—and good at getting other people to implement them. Which is why I was the one who was going to have to find a way to order more portable toilets and stay within budget.

      “How did you get stuck with toilets?” Zari purred. If I had ever wondered if it would be wonderful to have a telepathic cat, I had been cured by Zari. Cats are even more demanding when they can talk to you. At least Zari is.

      “I didn’t jump in on anything else, like traffic control,” I said. Although considering that Wade Stevens’ aunt was on the board, who was I to take over that? Wade was a member of the Whisper police force and lived down in New Whisper, not far from his Aunt Jane. Which gave her an in that I didn’t have.

      “You were just as suited for traffic control as she was,” Zari huffed.

      “After she spent nearly half an hour waxing philosophic over how much she loved Whisper police? And how her son Wade was so wonderfully well thought of?” I asked, telepathically of course. I only insult people in the privacy of my own mind or, on occasion, directly to their face. Never behind their back. That would be rude, and things like that have a way of coming back to haunt you in small towns.

      Zari flattened her ears a little but said nothing else.

      I sighed.

      The folks from New Whisper who had been spearheading the idea were apparently better than I was about jumping on the bandwagon. It helped that they had no trepidation about opening the town up to even more tourists, thinking this would be a great thing. Those of us who lived quiet lives on the mountain were less than enthusiastic, which meant that most Old Families were not taking part in the festival planning.

      That meant I was also Peter’s eyes and ears in the planning department.

      “I am not at all fond of having so many visitors at once,” Peter had told me shortly after I had gotten on the planning committee. “I’ll need you to attempt to keep them from sending word out too far and wide on that computer thing you all use to read minds or whatever it is.”

      Peter knew very well we didn’t read minds on a computer. He and Zari often communicated telepathically, gossiping like a couple of old women on a front porch, so I knew he could probably take apart the machine and put it back together with more efficiency than the greatest tech support at Microsoft.

      But he’d made his point.

      And I was failing quite spectacularly in keeping things small, if Abby’s projected numbers were in the ballpark. Looking at the Facebook page and event page we’d set up, I had a feeling she might be underestimating things.

      Peter was not going to be happy. In fact, looking at the numbers, the only people who might be happy would be the merchants. Traffic was going to be a nightmare, no matter what sorts of control they had in place. Whisper just did not have the infrastructure to support the crowds that appeared ready to descend.
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      Meg turned to look behind her, but saw only a shadow in the open kitchen door.

      “What?” she asked Hal, who had found a place to sit for a moment. He was breathing too quickly. Meg wondered what she had missed, what the shadow was.

      “The cat,” he said.

      Meg hadn’t seen a cat, but the shadow had been low enough to be a cat.

      “What about it?”

      “He shouldn’t be in here. I saw him in the house, sleeping, before I came in,” Hal said.

      “And you’re certain it’s the same cat?”

      “He’s all black, but for a white spot on his right paw and the tiniest spot on the left side beneath his chin,” Hal said. “He’s hard to miss if you know what to look for.”

      Meg clearly didn’t. But Hal seemed upset, so Meg walked through the house. Away from Hal she smelled only the musty smell of a house left closed up too long and the faintest traces of a candle that had been recently snuffed.

      The temperature dropped in the kitchen. A knife, all tarnished silver, had been knocked to the floor. The thunk when it hit the floor was no doubt the sound that had made Hal start.

      Meg walked slowly through the kitchen, looking in likely hiding places for a cat. She looked off to the right, nearest those cupboards as that was the way the shadow had gone, but saw no cat.

      She crossed into the dining area, feeling ever more exposed. Every hair on her arm was standing up.

      “It’s because you’re linked to me,” Peter said in her mind. “You are more visible to the spirits, because of our link.”

      Meg wanted to ask why but she didn’t have time for that. She needed to find the cat.

      “Meow!” The loud shrill sound came from behind her again.

      The cat wasn’t on the floor where she’d been looking, but up on the windowsill, partly hidden by the dark curtains and the table. Seeing Meg, it stood and leaped onto the table, sauntering over to her, clearly expecting to be petted.

      “Why isn’t the cat afraid?” Meg thought at Peter. “Aren’t they normally?”

      “As I have not met this cat, I can’t telepathically discuss his reasons for lack of fear,” Peter replied. “I suspect that he knows the ghosts there and has lost all sense of unease around them.”

      Which boded well for her, Meg thought.

      Meg was about to call out to Hal, but the sweet scent of pot preceded him.

      “There you are Nosher,” Hal said, reaching out.

      Nosher moved towards his hand, clearly preferring someone he knew.

      “How’d you get in here?” Hal wondered.

      “Could he have slipped through the door behind you?” Meg asked.

      “He was asleep at the house. He’d have had to slip out that door and into the house through this one,” Hal said.

      “Are there any open windows?” Meg asked.

      “Shouldn’t be,” Hal said.

      “Is there a basement?” Meg asked him.

      Hal nodded.

      Around the corner, tucked into an alcove by the door to the office was a stairway that led down. The door had been removed, probably because it was part of the tour.

      “They found a body down here perhaps thirty years ago,” Hal said. “That’s one of the reasons they say the house is haunted. It wasn’t long after that before Marlys and I bought it for a song—Marlys was sure we were meant to have the house, and no one really wanted to purchase a place where a body had been found. Should’ve torn the place down, but Marlys was having none of that. After a couple years, she refused to live here.” A heavy sigh, as if there was nothing he could have done.

      Meg let him talk, picking her way down the stairs, which, while sturdy enough, were the narrow stairs typical of the house’s age. They opened into a block of unfinished concrete that seemed to span the entire footprint of the original house.

      The smell of dampness was greater here. Hal stepped off the stairs onto a gray concrete floor. Fortunately the lighting was good, having been added in modern times, probably for safety. Across the way was a line of three basement windows set high on the wall. Beneath them a pile of boxes sat haphazardly. Meg wasn’t certain but she thought something was growing on them.

      It was even cooler in the basement than in the kitchen, which was not surprising, however, Meg also felt the faintest of breezes.

      Hal stepped around the stairs to the left. Meg followed until she reached the place where the concrete gave way to plain dirt. It seemed dimmer in that area, despite the fact that there were more windows on this side.

      One of them was open, not a lot, but enough that a determined cat could sneak through.

      “Who would have left the window open?” Hal wondered.

      “An intruder?” Meg asked. “The same person who might have taken the account books?”

      “Even if that’s true, I don’t have any idea why,” Hal persisted. “It’s an account book. We’re not rich.”

      “What exactly do you write down?” Meg asked. She hadn’t stepped onto the dirt. She was loathe to do so, though she couldn’t have said why.

      Hal was closing the window. He had to remove a small piece of wood that was holding it open.

      “Don’t record much. Usually the name of the person who purchased a ticket, where they said they were from, and the amount. Also how they paid, although we don’t write down credit card numbers or anything.”

      Meg nodded. Could someone be worried that the account book would place them in Sultan? Except who would worry about that? If someone had been murdered in a town that size, it would have been major news in the area and she would have heard about it.

      What might have been a small clue would have been blown out of proportion if Hal had reported the book.

      Could someone be hiding their presence there for another reason? If so, Meg wasn’t coming up with anything, at least not then.

      Still the idea gnawed at her. It was the obvious reason. More obvious than a ghost suddenly procuring the thing and making off with it. So far as she knew, ghosts didn’t have fantasies about living lives as accountants.

      Hal turned and made his way up the stairs. Meg followed, glancing over her shoulder a few times. Once again, she felt watched, but she saw nothing behind her.

      The cat was back in the kitchen, grooming itself as if it didn’t have a care in the world, although it did stop its bathing for a few moments and stared into the dining room as if it were watching something going on. When whatever had caught its attention had passed, it went back to bathing.

      Meg shuddered wondering what Nosher might have seen.

      “Guess it’s a good thing that Marlys also hired your firm to do security,” Hal said. “I don’t like that someone left a window open. Like they intended to come back.”

      That was something Meg realized she should have noticed. The window had been purposely blocked open with a stick, like someone did expect to come back. Was it merely to return the account book, nicely sanitized, or was it for some other, perhaps more nefarious reason?

      “Has Nosher gone missing before?” Meg asked.

      Hal shook his head. “Marlys and I keep an eye on him. It’s a bit wild out here and I don’t want him to become dinner for a coyote or a bobcat.”

      Meg nodded then.

      “So how did he get out of the house?”

      Hal gave her a long look. He picked up his cell phone and hit a button, probably calling his wife.

      He waited, getting a bit paler as time went on. Finally he set the phone down.

      “No one’s answering,” he said.

      “Maybe we should check on her?” Meg asked.

      Hal nodded, absently as if he wasn’t sure. As if he were too shocked that his wife wouldn’t answer the phone to know what to say. Meg figured she was probably on her way over to the house from their home.

      “Should we take the cat?” Meg asked.

      Hal shook his head. “Everything here is closed up. I’ll put him in the office,” Hal said. He shooed Nosher into the big, light office and closed the door, which bore a sign that said Employees Only. Hal locked the front door when they left the house. Meg wondered if he’d done the same to the back.

      She would have asked him, but he was hurrying along the gravel driveway leading to the converted barn too quickly for her to ask, and he didn’t seem inclined to hear her.

      They rounded the stand of trees that kept the house invisible to the converted barn, which was a nicer-looking place to live than Meg had originally imagined. It was painted white with maroon trim and shutters. There wasn’t a porch, but a large stone patio was laid out in the front, making it appear that there was one. A pergola sat off to one side.

      Although it was chilly out and looking to rain any moment now, the front door stood wide open.
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      “If those latest projection numbers are correct,” Dillon said, “then we’re going to need more manpower and we’ll be over budget.”

      I frowned. Leave it to Abby to have so vastly underestimated everything. She was not going to be pleased when I asked for more money not only for portable toilets, but for my own business, that of security.

      Dillon was seated in one of the comfortable chairs across from my desk, next to Zari’s cat tree, where she was in a meatloaf position, watching everything, rarely commenting. She seemed to find this whole organization thing fascinating. Of course, when I’d been first planning my business, she’d been fascinated with that, too, until she learned the sorts of things I needed, at which point she started making suggestions.

      “Abby says she’s getting the estimates from interest she’s had online from the event sites and Facebook. She’s subtracted about twenty percent of those, because many people will be interested but won’t show up. I have no idea how she came up with that percentage, because I’ve never organized something like this,” I said.

      “Halloween is a big deal,” Dillon said. “We shouldn’t be surprised if a lot of people want to come out to Whisper the weekend before to dress up and go shopping at all their favorite New Age stores.”

      I made a face. While many of the merchants were excited about more sales and the potential new customers that would learn about their websites, others were hesitant. I was making mental notes about who wasn’t thrilled with the Halloween festival, because those were the people who were likely skilled at their craft and cared about the integrity of their products.

      Dillon smiled easily. “The people planning this have no idea about exactly what goes on in Whisper. You can’t blame them for wanting to share the town.”

      “I’m getting so much flak from the Old Families,” I said. In fact, I’d heard from just about everyone with suggestions on how to try and keep Abby from going whole-hog on the publicity on this.

      Abby was having none of it, of course. In fact, she had an uncanny ability to sniff out who the suggestion was from.

      “Traffic issues? We’ll open up the parking areas to everyone,” Abby had said. “Tell Sheri to stop worrying.” A correct guess that it was Sheri’s idea that I talk to Abby about potential parking issues,  and suggest that we should consider this year be a sort of “trial run” and not publicize the festival all that much.

      Abby knew that a poor turnout would be an excuse for the town council to not approve the festival next year. They’d barely passed it this year. After a heated town hall meeting with much debate, the festival had squeaked by with a vote of three to two. Naturally, those opposing the festival were mostly people who lived
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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
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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