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            CANDY CORRUPTION

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A deadly hit-and-run, a café in chaos, and a cat with a nose for clues!

      

        

      
        Scarlett Finch has enough on her plate—running the Cozy Café, managing a mountain of baking orders, and keeping her family from bickering like rival chefs. The last thing she expects is to stumble upon a gruesome crime scene on her way home.

      

        

      
        With too much work and not enough hands, Scarlett doesn’t have time to play detective. But when a close friend is caught up in the crime, she and her sisters can’t sit this one out.

      

        

      
        Their rescue cat, George, seems to have a paw on the truth, but it’ll take more than feline instincts and a sprinkle of luck to solve this case. With murder in Cozy Hollow, will the Finch sisters crack the mystery—or become the next victims?

      

        

      
        If you love culinary cozy mysteries with twisty whodunits, small-town charm, a touch of humor, and adorable animal sidekicks, you’ll love the Cozy Café Mysteries—where family, food, and felines go hand in hand with crime-solving!

      

        

      
        [image: books] Perfect for fans of baking mysteries, small-town whodunits, cat cozies, and café-themed sleuthing!

      

        

      
        The Cozy Café Mysteries

        Sweet Saboteur

        Candy Corruption

        Mocha Mayhem

        Berry Betrayal

        Deadly Desserts

      

        

      
        Enjoy a FREE sweet treat recipe in every book!

      

      

      “This cozy mystery has small town charm. It is the perfect escape from stressful real life.”

      Join my new release mailing list and pick up a free recipe book!
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      Spring suddenly hit small-town Cozy Hollow with a spectacular abundance of color. Exceptionally pretty anyway, this only served to make it more charming. 

      Bougainvillea and Wisteria hung on almost every fence, and around doorways. Like vertical rivers of color, all the shops on Main Street had hanging baskets underneath their awnings flowing with sweet pea, verbena, and petunias. They also dangled from the balconies of second stories, brightening up the place as though a rainbow had come to Cozy Hollow and decided to stay.

      It was a good day to be alive, and even the early morning start didn’t dampen Scarlett Finch’s happiness with her world.

      Not even, George, a large tabby, which ran between her legs, almost tripping her several times.

      “Earth to Scarlett.” Violet, her younger sister by two years, nudged Scarlett’s shoulder as they climbed the back stairs.

      “Sorry I was miles away.” Laughing, Scarlett opened the door to the kitchen, shooing George out of the way.

      He came to the café every morning, then scampered off to the library to sit with their youngest sister, Ruby, the new librarian. He’d be there when it was time to go home but had a habit of patrolling the town. No one minded, and George was greeted just as if he were a person.

      “Thinking about what we’ll do with all the money?” Violet pushed by, carrying a basket of fresh fruit and vegetables straight from their back yard several streets away.

      “No…Maybe. Actually, it’s kind of hard not to. I keep telling myself that owning a rare ancient book doesn’t necessarily mean we’ll be rich, but then I think about what if.”

      Before its theft, the sisters knew nothing about this family heirloom. It was only a dangerous game of cat and mouse, and the sisters’ determination that revealed the culprits and the book was returned to them.

      Since it had belonged to their late father, they considered whether selling it was the right thing to do. In the end, the chance to pay their bills and hire staff proved too much to dismiss.

      Violet laughed loudly. “Wow! I would have put money on you not dwelling on it.”

      “Really? So you and Ruby haven’t been thinking about the outcome?” Scarlett scoffed as she set up the industrial mixer to make bread dough.

      “Are you crazy?” Violet laughed. “Every single day and most of the twenty-four hours of each of those.”

      “I don’t know whether that’s good or bad.” Scarlett grinned. “But at least I’m not the only one.”

      “Luckily we won’t have to wonder for too long. What time are you expecting the appraiser?” Ruby asked.

      Having another job, meant she didn’t always come into the café in the mornings like she used to, but she helped on Monday’s or when they had large orders.

      “He just said this morning.” Scarlett shrugged as she took a package from her bag, squeezing it behind the dry ingredients.

      The act gave her a sense of déjà vu since she’d found the stolen book precisely that way at the diner down the street.

      Since 5 am was too early for most people to be out and about, the café was closed, and they began their morning routine with little conversation. 

      Scarlett imagined that all of them were still thinking about the future. A future without penny-pinching and the chance for Violet to also find out what her passion was. They all knew it wasn’t baking.

      Before long bread, pies, and cupcakes lined the shelves in the café. Ruby left with George to begin her ‘real’ job, and then the first customers arrived to keep Scarlett and Violet busy. 

      “Does it seem as though there are more customers than usual?” Scarlett asked Violet while making a fresh batch of coffee.

      “I was thinking the same thing. You know how it is around here—tell one person a secret, and you may as well have put a banner out.”

      “I daresay that’s why they’re hanging around.” Scarlett wasn’t amused. This was private business and could spell relief or disappointment, depending on the outcome.

      “I hope he comes soon. The suspense is killing me.” Violet sounded as frustrated as Scarlett felt.

      Glancing at the large clock on the opposite wall for what may have been the hundredth time, she decided that the darn hands must be glued in place. “Well, it’s almost 12, so the appraiser shouldn’t be far away. Maybe he’s stuck in traffic or doesn’t know the roads. Although, coming from Portland isn’t the other end of the world.”

      Violet snorted. “The roads are excellent from Portland. I’m sure if he’s as keen as his email sounded, he’ll be here any minute.”

      The front door of the café banged open, and they both twirled to find someone getting almost wedged in the opening.

      The newcomer wasn’t a stranger. Aunt Olivia, their mom’s sister, was the only family they had apart from each other. It was always good to see her.

      Three of the six tables were occupied, and each person tried hard to delay Olivia’s progress. “Any news?” she asked as she made her way to the cabinet of fresh baking after having said a brief hello to everyone.

      “Nothing, yet.” Violet took the coffee pot to refill cups for those who wanted it.

      Scarlett wiped down the already clean counter. “It’s nerve-wracking, all this waiting.”

      “I can imagine.” Olivia tutted. “I feel a little giddy myself. That old book being worth a lot of money is the best news we’ve all had in years. I hope it will give you girls everything you need.”

      Olivia was their champion and had always been in their corner even when things had gotten tough. A mountain of debt wasn’t conducive to happiness, but at least they’d been chipping away at it better lately than they had a few weeks back.

      Scarlett smiled at her aunt. “I’d be ecstatic as long as the bills get paid.”

      Olivia pursed her lips. “Surely it will do more than that, dear?”

      “I have no idea how much it’s worth, and I don’t want to be greedy about it, or build it up in our minds, in case we’re all disappointed.”

      Olivia waggled a finger at her. “You can stop that attitude right now. If you act like you don’t want decent money, then you certainly won’t be offered it.”

      Scarlett tilted her head. Olivia had definite ideas about how the world worked. “Do you really think that’s how it happens?”

      Olivia hesitated. “Well, I admit book values aren’t my area of expertise. But, I’ve had plenty of customers who try to squash my prices in Cozy Crafts to next to nothing.” She leaned in to whisper, “So now I add on a little extra and then discount it. Everyone’s a winner.”

      Scarlett bit back a laugh and poured Olivia’s coffee just how she liked it. Strong enough to float a spoon. Bringing it around the counter, she placed it on the only empty table.

      “You need to harden yourself like Olivia says,” Dale Wilkins stated, not pretending even a little that he wasn’t listening.

      Owner of Cozy Cars, Dale was the only mechanic in town and also ran a small car sales yard. The other customers perked up too when Dale continued.

      “Taking advantage of three young women might seem as easy as taking candy from a baby to some.” He ran his oil-stained fingers through his fair buzzcut. “You tell him what you want from the get-go.”

      Scarlett stiffened. “We’re not meek or weak.”

      “I didn’t mean to imply that.” Dale fidgeted in the chair that he barely fit in. “I’m just saying that’s how a stranger might see you girls.”

      She looked around the café, and the customers nodded as if their heads were on the same piece of string. “I appreciate all of your concern, but we won’t let anyone take advantage of us. I promise.”

      Did she imagine a look of disbelief from most of them? Apparently, Dale wasn’t alone in thinking they were helpless.

      “I’d like to remind you that we did solve a crime just recently.”

      A few more nods, plus some raised eyebrows, had her deciding that their thoughts on that were a mixed bag.

      “It wasn’t easy,” Violet added. “And it was dangerous.”

      Dale slurped his coffee noisily. 

      Olivia tutted. “Don’t you stress the girls about this, Dale. Time enough for that when the man arrives.”

      A shadow moved across the large front window, and the door opened. A small man with a round face entered and removed his hat. As he shut the door, he looked around at the faces regarding him.

      “Good morning!” He made a small bow. “Phineas Jacobs, at your service. Where might I find Ms. Scarlett Finch?”

      Scarlett stepped forward and held out her hand. “That would be me, Mr. Jacobs. Thank you for coming to see us.”

      “Please, call me Phin. I’m delighted to be in this delightful town and to meet you at last.”

      Phin’s manners were impeccable, and Scarlett crossed her fingers that Violet would behave. This sister had a tendency to come out with things in a way that could appear rude. She heard the back door open and close.

      “This is my sister Violet. And here’s our other sister, Ruby.”

      Ruby, small, fair, and dainty like their mother had been, came through from the kitchen a little short of breath. “Sorry I’m late. I had to ask a few people to leave the library so I could close up for the meeting.”

      Scarlett had no time to wonder who had alerted Ruby.

      “You’re a librarian?” Phin exclaimed. “That would be my next favorite job after finding rare books.”

      Ruby grinned. “Your job sounds far more intriguing.”

      “Trust me—it is.” He winked. “Ah, the stories I could tell.”

      Everybody in the room was invested in the conversation, but Scarlett wanted answers that were for her and her sisters alone, and she’d been waiting a long time for them. “Please come out the back. Would you like coffee? Perhaps something to eat?”

      He allowed her to usher him through the opening. “Just coffee for now, although I am impressed by the baking I can see and smell. Do you make everything yourself?”

      Scarlett poured his coffee. “Violet and I do most of the baking, and Ruby often helps, especially if we have catering jobs.”

      “A real family business, then. How wonderful.” He took a sip of his coffee and sighed. “It was a long drive, and this is the first decent coffee I’ve had since Portland.”

      Scarlett smiled, waiting for Violet to return from making sure their customers were taken care of.

      Olivia came to the doorway and raised an eyebrow. They had no secrets, so Scarlett beckoned her in. Not since Olivia explained about the book and apologized for not telling them that it even existed. It was an odd turn of events but definitely water under the bridge now.

      Phin stood and waited to be introduced before offering Olivia his seat and sitting next to her.

      As soon as she arrived, Violet launched in with the question that all of them were thinking, and no one else was willing to articulate.

      “So, any idea how much our book is worth?”

      “Violet!” Ruby and Scarlett exclaimed.

      “Oh, please.” Phin held up a hand. “I’d rather we’re all upfront. I really do understand that this is a big deal for your family. Here’s the thing in a nutshell—everything depends on whether the book is authentic or not. As I explained, discussing it in an email is not the best way to gauge anything, even with the picture you sent.” 

      He took a few gulps of his coffee and turned his attention to Violet. “How about I take a look at it and not waste any more of your time?” 

      Phin spoke purposefully, yet gently, and that seemed to work. Without another comment, Violet nodded and took the seat on his left. Scarlett headed to the far corner of the room where they stored the dry ingredients. Hefting the large barrel of flour forward, she pulled out the parcel and brought it back to the table. 

      Laying it gently in front of Phin, she tamped down a moment of anguish, before sitting opposite the others and next to Ruby.

      Phin’s eyes lit up as if he’d received a wonderful present. Before reverently opening the bag, Phin pulled from his jacket pocket a pair of white cotton gloves and slipped them on. Then he carefully pulled out the contents. Handling the old brown and unattractive book gently, he ran his fingers lightly over the cover before opening it.

      The sisters edged closer, breaths held, their eyes on the stranger’s face as he literally held a potentially life-changing story in his hands.

      Phin licked his lips. “This is definitely a collection of work from the famous Latin poet Caelius Aquila. The original was lost close to a hundred and fifty years ago and there were few copies made. I’ll need to do some testing on the paper to see if it fits in that time frame.”

      Violet reached a hand to the book but didn’t touch it. “So it looks real to you?”

      He looked up slowly, his eyes sparkling. “Let’s just say, I can’t rule it out. I know it’s not what you want to hear, but it’s not all bad. Even if it’s a copy, it will be worth something.”

      “So, what happens now?” Scarlett asked.

      “If you’d allow me, I’ll take it back to Portland, so I can do those tests I spoke of.”

      Ruby gasped. “Take it away from Cozy Hollow?”

      He nodded. “It will be completely safe with me.”

      “How can you promise that?” Violet frowned.

      “I have a suitcase which I clip to my arm, made for this purpose.”

      Violet threw her arms in the air. “But you’re. . .”

      He raised an eyebrow, but his eyes twinkled some more. “Small? Weak looking? Harmless? These things are all a bonus when a would-be thief decides to attack me.”

      Ruby gasped again. “That’s actually happened to you?”

      “Unfortunately, it has.” His dark blue eyes twinkled. “But I assure you that I can look after myself.”

      “Good to know, but it’s the book being looked after that worries me most.”

      “Violet!” Scarlett warned.

      Olivia tutted, but Violet wouldn’t back down.

      “Look, I know that sounds rude, but if the book is stolen again, we’ll probably never get another chance to clear our debts. I’ll go with you and make sure it stays safe.”

      Phin looked amused and not annoyed by the suggestion.

      Scarlett put her hand on Violet’s arm. “I understand how you feel, but if anyone’s going, it should be me.”

      Violet shook her handoff. “What could you do that I couldn’t, and more importantly, why you?”

      “I don’t know, but it just seems right.”

      Violet shook her head. “You can’t go. The café needs you, and I don’t want to be left baking on my own now that Ruby’s no longer working here. I’m simply not as good at this café business as you.”

      Scarlett sighed. Her sisters could drive her crazy, but Violet was right. She worked hard and did what she could to help, but they all knew it wasn’t a passion the way it was for Scarlett. She was needed here, and now that she thought about it, Violet deserved time away from the café. Only it was hardly a holiday.

      “If you did go, you’d have to promise to be careful. You’re not much more knowledgeable about big cities than I am?”

      “I did go to college for a couple of years. Besides, I could disarm anybody with my cutting wit.”

      “It’s not a joke, Violet.” Scarlett’s voice was terse, and her sister responded in kind.

      “I know that, but it’s also not a thriller we’ve written ourselves.”

      “Perhaps we could hire a bodyguard?” Ruby suggested.

      They stared at each other with varying degrees of interest as two men came through the open back door. Two very handsome men.
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      “Who and what did you have in mind?” Sam Drake, the local paramedic, teased.

      Ruby giggled. “I think either of you would be the perfect choice to keep Violet safe on her mission to accompany Phin back to Portland.”

      Sheriff, Nathaniel Adams, narrowed his eyes at the appraiser. “I don’t think so. Who’s idea was it?”

      “It was mine, and Phin needs me,” Violet retorted.

      “Does he? It seems odd that you would encourage a young woman to leave town with you.”

      Phin laughed gently. “You can tell the lady loves a good story, but I neither asked nor do I require her assistance.”

      Scarlett glared at Violet, then introduced the men to each other with a brief explanation of how the suggestion arose. “It hasn’t been decided what we’ll do. While we’re loathe to let the book out of our possession, Ruby and I are naturally more concerned about Violet’s safety.”

      “I don’t need a bodyguard,” Violet sniffed.

      “I was hoping we would meet,” Nate told Phin, ignoring Violet completely. “I have a few questions.”

      “You’re concerned that I may not be legitimate, sir?”

      Phin didn’t seem perturbed about being grilled by the law while Nate wasn’t easily impressed.

      “It’s my job to make sure the residents of Cozy Hollow aren’t being taken advantage of.”

      “Of course.” Phin smiled and handed Nate a card. “Feel free to check my credentials. I’m rather well known.”

      He managed to look modest as he said this, and Scarlett couldn’t help liking him. The question was, did she trust him? If it was just up to her, she wouldn’t hesitate to say she did, but her sisters’ futures and safety couldn’t be gambled with, and Phin was a stranger.

      She turned to Nate. “Could you really go with them?”

      “Probably not,” he admitted. “It would have to be something big for me to leave Cozy Hollow on short notice. I could send a deputy?”

      “You won’t send anyone, because I have said I’ll be fine.” Violet was decidedly agitated. I’m old enough to make a decision like this, and I’ll thank you for butting out, Sheriff.”

      Scarlett didn’t know how to handle this, but Phin stood. “If Ms. Finch decides to come with me, I assure you that I will take every precaution along the way,” he assured them. “I’ve done this too many times to count, and no one has a clue what we’re carrying. Even if we were followed, which would be bizarre, since no one knows I’m here, it would be impossible to guess what the parcel was or its worth.”

      “Would that stop a thief?” Scarlett bit her bottom lip for a moment. “I just wish we had a ball-park figure, so I knew whether a bodyguard was silliness or necessity.”

      “Naturally, we have a bodyguard handy,” Violet added.

      Olivia took her firmly by the arm and moved her a few feet away from everyone.

      Phin remained calm. “I’d like to help with an estimate, but I was bitten once when I first started. I got excited and spouted off that a particular volume was worth far more than it ended up to be.” He shook his head sadly. “The person tried to sue me.”

      “We’d never do that,” Ruby assured him.

      “As lovely as you all seem, it’s simply not worth the risk to my professional reputation. I hope you understand? And there are many variables, but basically, a sale is only as good as finding the right buyer at the right time.”

      His sincerity was compelling, and Scarlett shot a look at Sam and Nate, who seemed less convinced and just as unsure as she was. Phin waited patiently for her reply, and she felt the weight of being the eldest once more. When you got things right, you were a hero—get them wrong, and you were simply bossy or a know-it-all.

      “I guess you know your job, Phin. And, a few more days of not knowing can’t hurt. Plus, quite frankly, I’m tired of guarding it,” she attempted to joke. The truth was, even if they did find one on short notice, they couldn’t afford to hire a bodyguard.

      Phin smiled. “You won’t have to worry anymore. Let this be my problem. A drive to Portland, a safe in my office, and then I find a buyer.”

      “Our problem,” Violet interjected.

      Scarlett shared a look with Ruby. The fact was that they actually couldn’t stop Violet going.

      “I’ll do a background check, so you’ll need to stay several hours,” Nate growled.

      “That’s fine,” Phin agreed. “I’ll stay as long as necessary.”

      “It does sound like you think it’s worth something,” Olivia mused.

      “Without a doubt, Ms. Greene. It’s the amount that’s in question. Once I ascertain its authenticity, then it will be up to these young ladies to decide if they’ll accept an offer.”

      Scarlett sat down with a thump. “But how will we know if we should or not?”

      “When I’ve done my tests and more research, I’ll give you an estimate. Any offers should be close to that and if not I’ll negotiate with the buyer until you find it acceptable.” He smiled. “But that really is a few steps ahead of where we are now. It could take some time to find the right person. Naturally, we’ll formalize everything with the paperwork I’ve had prepared. Having Violet come with me as a chaperone for the book won’t alter anything as I’ve already organized insurance, which I will pay upfront.”

      Apart from Violet’s part in this, Phin’s email had been very clear on the procedure, but it didn’t hurt to hear it as well. “Should we discuss this some more?” Scarlett asked her sisters.

      Violet shook her head. “I don’t see any point. If Nate is happy that Phin is who he says, then let’s do it.”

      “Having the book around, knowing it could be worth a lot, makes me nervous,” Ruby’s lip trembled. “One person already died because of it, and another is in jail.”

      Ruby was talking about the death of the last librarian, and the main person involved was a friend of Olivia’s and their mom. It was a sad affair, and Scarlett wasn’t sure it was all behind them. When your trust is broken, it’s hard to appreciate that any part of the friendship was real. That sour taste lingered.

      But, it had taken months to find a reputable person to deal with the book. Someone who could dispose of the book in the right manner for the right price. Hopefully, Phin was such a person.

      “I want to remind you that it’s also important to us that the book is sold to someone who will respect it. As I said in my email, our father lost his parents and managed to save only this one thing. Maybe we didn’t know anything about it until recently, but it meant a great deal to him, and that means something to us. If we could keep it, we would.

      Phin placed a hand over hers. Then he carefully put the book back into its wrapping and finished his coffee. Slipping on his worn hat, he faced the sisters. “I’m planning on a walk around town to see the sights of this beautiful place. I’ll come back when I’m done, and you can tell me if I take the book or not—with or without Violet. And, there’s no pressure to do anything about it today. I’ll completely understand if you can’t part with it at all.

      Scarlett saw him to the café door, passed several pairs of eyes. “Thank you for being so kind.”

      He turned and smiled. “I’ve done this kind of thing for so long that I’m very aware of the mixed feelings over finding a family treasure and wanting to do the right thing. All I can say is, whatever feels right, generally is.”

      With that, he touched a finger to the brim of his hat and strolled down Main Street.

      The Cozy Café customers were obviously eager for news, but Scarlett had none that she chose to share. Pre-empting their questions, she asked, “Can I get anyone anything else?”

      “Perhaps a quiche to take home for my supper.”

      Dale followed her to the counter, and the others filed out looking disappointed. Scarlett packaged up a quiche lost in thought.

      “Are you okay?”

      She smiled at the mechanic/car-yard salesman. “I’m fine. It’s such a big decision, that’s all.”

      “I knew your dad quite well, but more so your mom. She wouldn’t like you to struggle. You girls were her world, and if the book can give you girls the life you want—do it for her.”

      Dale didn’t usually say a lot, so Scarlett was taken back and couldn’t reply. He paid her and after an encouraging smile left. When she went back to the kitchen, everyone looked at her with interest, while Ruby’s eyes shone.

      “You heard Dale?”

      They nodded.

      The café had struggled for far too long due to their mom’s hospital bills and the shorter hours so the sisters could take care of her. It had been hard on all of them.

      Scarlett sighed. “Well, he’s absolutely right. Dad and Mom loved us. This is their legacy, and we need the help, right?”

      “Yes,” Violet assured her. “You get to keep the café. Ruby is sorted at the library unless she wants to do something else.”

      “And you can do whatever you feel like,” Nate added fondly.

      Violet frowned. “I have ideas, but I never thought they’d come to fruition, so I shoved them away. I guess while I’m gone, I’ll have time to think about them some more.”

      Nate picked at the rim of his hat. “As long as you don’t move to the other side of the country to do it.”

      “Why, Sheriff, I do believe you’re blushing,” Violet teased.

      He raised an eyebrow. “You’re a handful, Violet Finch. And I aim to take you out when you get home, so

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/cozy-cafe-logo.jpg





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Candy Corruption
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Mocha Mayhem
      


      		
        Recipes
      


      		
        Fudge
      


      		
        Coconut Ice
      


      		
        Also by C. A. Phipps
      


      		
        Books by Cheryl Phipps
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by C. A. Phipps


      		About the Author


    


  



OEBPS/images/heading-starburst-bottom-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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