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      Tuesday

      January blew into Rusty Gun with brutal winds that had Texans everywhere scrambling to find heavy coats. The cold wouldn’t last long, but it felt like an eternity to those who weren’t used to it. However, the cold went unnoticed inside Grant’s CPA office.

      Deputy Jimmie James hooked his thumbs in his duty belt and rocked back on his heels as he stared down at the body of Leland Grant. There were going to be a lot of disappointed people come tax time.

      “You want I should call the coroner’s office to pick up the body, Sheriff?” James asked.

      Coil nodded his head out of habit, and James flushed scarlet.

      “Uhh,” James said. “I meant Sheriff Davidson.”

      “You’re right,” Coil said, his face grim. “I don’t belong here.” He stood and moved to walk past them and Agatha reached out a hand to stop him.

      “Coil,” she said. But he left out the back door and shut it behind him.

      “Let him go, Aggie,” Hank said softly.

      “Sorry, Sir,” James said. “I didn’t mean anything by it.”

      “It is what it is,” Hank said. “It’s the price of politics. Coil would want us to focus on the job and not his campaign. Or the troubles following him.”

      Leland Grant’s office was an old three room house that had been remodeled and converted into office space.  Walls had been knocked down so it was mostly one large area with an executive desk and two leather chairs in front. A leather couch rested against the wall, next to a table cluttered with Field and Stream magazines.  The gas floor heater was lit, and the room was overly warm.

      Leland had been the only CPA in Rusty Gun for the last thirty years.

      “Excuse me?” Sergeant Joe Springer said. “Sheriff Davidson?”

      Hank just barely kept himself from rolling his eyes. He hated being called Sheriff. As far as he was concerned, Coil was still the sheriff, but everyone had to follow protocol by the book or things could go south fast for Coil.

      Springer might be Hank’s least favorite person in all of Rusty Gun, which was saying something. He didn’t think anyone could ever get under his skin more than Heather Cartwright, but Springer managed to take the top spot.

      Springer wasn’t exactly the quintessential image of someone who was chosen to protect and serve. He was slightly overweight, and his uniform always looked rumpled. His skin was pale and doughy with carrot-orange hair and freckles across the bridge of his nose. The chip on his shoulder was as wide as Texas with an attitude that made Hank want to give him a right cross square in the jaw.

      “What?” Hank asked tersely.

      Springer fidgeted from foot to foot. “Well, since I’m officially the highest ranking certified law enforcement official on scene, I think this should be my investigation.”

      There was a snort from Karl Johnson, and Jimmie James was staring intently at a speck of dust, shaking his head.

      “And while I appreciate how you’re filling in for Sheriff Coil,” Springer said. “You are just filling in. And it’s been a long time since you’ve been in the field.”

      Everyone in the room seemed to be holding their breath, and Hank felt his blood pressure skyrocket so he could feel the pulse pounding behind his eyes.

      “Have you ever investigated a death?” Hank asked.

      “No, Sir.”

      “Springer, have you even seen a dead body before?”

      “Sergeant,” he said.

      “I beg your pardon?” Hank asked.

      “You should address me as Sergeant Springer,” he said, his face flaming red. “It’s my rank.”

      “We’re standing over a dead body, Sergeant Springer,” Hank said. “Why don’t you get the stick out of your—”

      Agatha coughed loudly several times and pounded her chest, and Hank cut his eyes in her direction.

      “—behind,” he finished lamely. “So we can close this out and give the family of the victim some peace.”

      “I want this case,” Springer said, stiffening his spine, and pointing his chin defiantly.

      Hank had to hand it to him, it took some guts to stand up to someone as intimidating as Hank. That didn’t make him like Springer any more, but it gave him something to think about. It also made him realize that even though he didn’t want to be sheriff, he was the sheriff, at least until Coil came back. Unless he asserted his authority, the deputies under his command would run all over him. Springer was being disrespectful and trying to assert his dominance at the same time.

      “All right,” Hank said, nodding. “Sergeant Springer wants to run point on this investigation. I’m going to let him.”

      “What?” James asked, sputtering.

      “Well you heard Springer just like the rest of us,” Hank said, looking at James as if he was a nitwit. “He told us plain as day he’s the highest ranking real deputy on scene, and I’m clearly too much of a moron since I retired to know what the heck I’m doing. I should probably just mosey on back to the office and have some coffee and donuts and prop my feet up while the real cops handle things.”

      Springer drained of all color, and Hank nodded in approval. Maybe he wasn’t as big of a fool as he originally thought.

      “But Sheriff,” Karl said. “This is Mr. Grant. Everybody loves him. This is no time to let Springer play cop.”

      “That’s Sergeant Springer,” Springer said.

      “Up yours,” Karl said, fists clinching at his sides.

      “I’m writing you up for insubordination.”

      Karl snorted. “Yeah, right. That would actually require you to work, you fat lump of—”

      “Enough,” Hank barked. “Karl, he does have rank. Don’t let me hear you be disrespectful again.”

      “Yes, Sir,” Karl said through gritted teeth.

      “Sergeant Springer,” Hank said. “The case is yours.”

      “Thank you, Sheriff,” he said, smirking.

      “If you screw it up, you’re fired,” Hank said. “And since you’re obviously more qualified than any of the rest of us to work this case, you can do it on your own. Let’s go.”

      Hank didn’t look to see if the others followed him outside and into the cold, but he could hear their footsteps shuffling behind him. He took a last look at a wide-eyed and panic stricken Springer just before he shut the door with a snap.

      He tugged the collar of his wool coat up around his neck to ward off the wind, but the cold felt good against his face. Things had gotten a little too hot inside.

      “Umm…Hank,” Agatha said, and motioned for him to come to her so they were away from the others.

      “Yes?” he asked, but he had a feeling he knew what was coming.

      “What’s wrong with you?” she asked. “There’s a dead man in that building who deserves more respect than you teaching an idiot a life lesson by jeopardizing a possible murder investigation.”

      Hanks eyes narrowed. “You think Mr. Grant was murdered?”

      “You taught me to start off with the assumption that a death is a murder until we’re able to prove otherwise, or walk it backward to accidental or natural death.”

      “Good job,” he said. “You were listening. I can get justice for Mr. Grant and teach an idiot a life lesson at the same time. If I don’t assert my authority now, I won’t have any of their respect while I hold down the job for Coil.”

      “So this was a test?” she asked, looking confused. “Men are weird.”

      Hank looked down at his watch. “Everyone needed a break from in there. Springer is going to have to learn what teamwork is. He doesn’t have the skills or experience to tie his shoelaces on his own, much less run a murder investigation.”

      “How in the world did he become a Sergeant?” Agatha asked.

      “That’s a very good question,” Hank said.

      “I don’t mean to interrupt, boss,” Karl said. “But how long are we going to spend teaching that fool a lesson? It’s cold out here.”

      Agatha rolled her eyes. “Good grief. Is there some man signal I missed since the rest of you knew what the heck was going on in there? Maybe if y’all would start thinking with what’s between your ears instead of what’s between your legs, things wouldn’t get so heated so fast.”

      Hank snorted out a laugh, but it didn’t last long. A frown marred his face and he stared at the team standing around him he was now supposed to lead.

      “You’re worried about Coil,” Agatha said, picking up on his mood.

      “Yeah, to say the least,” he said, nodding.

      “Me too,” she said. “But Coil is a big boy, and you’re the one who said he’d want us focused on Mr. Grant’s death.”

      “You’re right,” he said, letting out a slow breath. His blood pressure was almost back to normal. “Let’s go rescue the sergeant and figure out what happened to Mr. Grant.”

      Hank nodded to the others that they could go back inside, and he followed behind them. The heat had exacerbated the scent of death, and the smell clung to the inside of his nostrils and choked its way down his throat.

      “Uh, Sheriff,” Karl called out. “You probably want to get in here.”

      Something in Karl’s voice had him hurrying to the area where they’d found the body.

      All he could see was the soles of black police boots, the heels almost touching as they splayed out into a V. Sergeant Springer was passed out cold, his face paler than usual while beads of sweat clung to his upper lip.

      “Good grief,” Hank said, borrowing one of Agatha’s favorite sayings.

      “Should we wake him?” Karl asked.

      “How about we throw him in a body bag?” James asked.

      “I’ll start digging the hole,” Karl piped in, and the two of them started laughing, making jokes at Springer’s expense.

      Agatha knelt next to Springer and gently shook him, slapping him on the cheek a couple of times until he started to stir. Springer whined and curled into the fetal position.

      “Come on, man,” Hank said. “Have some self-respect.”

      Springer’s eyes popped open and landed on Hank’s. “Am I fired?”

      “It depends on whether or not you did any damage to the scene,” Hank answered. “We’ll have a discussion about your future in law enforcement in my office tomorrow.”

      Springer nodded, and Karl reached down to help him to his feet.

      “And don’t worry, Springer,” Hank said. “My entire career of working crime scenes came back to me in a flash while I was out in the alley. It looks like I’ll be useful on this case after all.”
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      Agatha watched Sergeant Springer’s patrol car pass by and let out a sigh of relief. She didn’t like confrontation. And if she were being honest, she didn’t like seeing Hank in this position. He was different. Harder.  Less compromising. He was unlike the Hank she’d come to know and love over the past couple of years. But she understood why he had to be that way.

      Since she was being so honest with herself, she wasn’t completely comfortable with her new role as acting detective. She and Hank had been working together and solving crimes, first in an unofficial capacity with the sheriff’s office, and then as paid consultants. But pinning on the shield, even temporarily, was a bigger responsibility than she was ready to accept. She was a crime writer for Pete’s sake. What was she doing standing over a fresh body? She had a book to finish and research to do.

      “Umm, hello? Detective Harley?” James called out.

      She had no idea how long he’d been trying to get her attention. She blew out a breath and tried to focus. She really needed Coil’s suspension to be lifted. Stupid ethics violations.

      “Right,” she said, clapping her hands together. “Have you called the coroner yet?”

      “I can do that now,” James said. “By the time they get here, we’ll have everything processed.”

      Agatha nodded and pulled a pair of Latex gloves out of her back pocket. Karl was already taking photographs of the body at every angle, but nothing up close yet. Death’s reality was starting to weigh on her. She’d had training in forensics in her life before she decided to be a writer, and she’d solved real crimes previously. She could do this.

      She approached Mr. Grant’s body. He was elderly, probably close to seventy, but up until his death he’d been a vibrant member of the community. He and his wife had moved to Rusty Gun long before she’d been born, and they had grown children, though she couldn’t remember how many. She had a tendency to hole up in her house and not get too involved in what was happening in the community, though all she had to do was ask her best friend Heather if she wanted an update on all the gossip. However, she couldn’t remember any particularly juicy bits of gossip about the Grants.  There must have been something, because Leland Grant had died a violent death.

      The body was on the floor to the right side of the desk. The leather executive chair had toppled backward to the left of the desk. The carpet was old and worn in the main walkways, but it was difficult to see blood on the navy shag.

      “Man, this place is stuck in the eighties,” Agatha said. “Wood-panel walls and shag carpeting?”

      “Men don’t like change,” Hank said. “They tend to stick with what they start with. Though if he’s married I’m surprised his wife didn’t make the changes for him. That’s usually what it takes.”

      “Hmm,” Agatha said, and then she whispered under her breath, “Good to know.”

      There was blood spatter across the front of Grant’s blue Oxford shirt, and there were similar blood stains across his pressed khakis. One of his leather loafers was missing, and she scanned the area before she noticed it was wedged between a leg of the desk and his chair.

      There was trauma to the side of his head, and it looked as if he’d struck the corner of his desk. There was blood and what looked like hair and flesh on the sharp edge.

      “What do you think?” Hank asked.

      “Misdirection spray,” she said.

      “My thought too,” he said, nodding.

      “What’s misdirection spray?” Karl asked.

      “Pretend the scene is undisturbed,” Agatha said. “Mr. Grant is sitting at his desk doing whatever it is he does. Now look where the chair is compared the blood spatter on the front of his clothing compared to the blood and other DNA on the corner of the desk. It wasn’t him hitting his head against the desk that killed him. There’s high velocity spatter across the front of his clothes, and the only thing that could make that pattern is if he was struck by something hard and fast. The blood spatter traveled in the same direction as the weapon was swung.”

      “We need to find out if Grant had any enemies,” Hank said. “I’ve only met him a couple of times, but he seemed friendly enough.”

      “Yeah, that’s my impression too,” she said. “He’s a deacon at the Methodist church and he’s a member of the Rotary Club. His wife is part of the Ladies’ League, but she’s not as involved in the community as her husband. She spends a lot of her time in Austin. I think they have a home there too.”

      Hank raised his brows at that. “I guess the CPA business does pretty well.”

      “No question about that,” Agatha said. “They live outside the city limits on a big stretch of land in a farm house. Heather said she heard he was a real tightwad with his money, but everything they have is quality and well maintained. I was under the impression that was the reason Mrs. Grant spends so much time in Austin. I’m guessing things are a little upper scale there.”

      “That doesn’t really leave us with a list of his enemies,” James said.

      “Actually, it does,” Hank said. “We’ve got his entire client list. Money makes people do all kinds of crazy things. Seems like a good place to start. We just need a warrant.”

      “Too bad our IT whiz passed out cold,” James said, chuckling.

      Agatha rolled her eyes, and then took a couple of steps back so she could observe the room as a whole.

      “What are you seeing?” Hank asked her.

      “I think the killer came in through the back door,” she said. “And maybe Grant didn’t hear him approach at all. We won’t know for sure until the coroner arrives and we can get the full picture for cause of death. But my gut says the killer swung from behind with enough force to crush Mr. Grant’s skull. There’s only one arc of blood spatter. Had the killer cocked back for another blow, I think there’d be blood on the ceiling or back across the center of this wall to the right of the desk.”

      Agatha swung her arms as if imitating one blow, and then cocked her arm back as if she was going to take another swing. She pointed with her other hand where the blood would’ve been flung across the ceiling and wall from the murder weapon if the killer struck more than once.

      “What about the body position post-impact?” Hank asked.

      She knew he’d already seen everything she had. Hank was brilliant when it came seeing what other people didn’t see.

      “He took the blow to the back of the head, and logically he should be slumped over the desk. But his foot was caught between the chair and the desk, so his body rebounded off the desk and that’s when he hit the corner of the desk on his way down.”

      “Good work,” Hank told her, and she let out a slow breath. “Why don’t you guys finish processing the scene, and Agatha and I will head out to notify Mrs. Grant of her husband’s death.”

      “That ought to be fun,” Agatha said.
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      The Grant’s home was about eight miles outside of Rusty Gun. Hank’s initial records check showed that Leland and Evelyn Grant owned twenty acres in the unincorporated portion of Bell County. They had three grown kids and a smattering of grandchildren from the oldest two. Just the initial background check on property and other assets told Hank the Grants were worth a small fortune.

      January in Texas didn’t lend itself to beautiful scenery. The white rail fence that lined their property would’ve been breathtaking in the spring with green grass and horses in the pasture, but for now the grass was brown and the trees were bare, and the white farm house seemed lonely sitting in the middle of so much land.

      The gated entrance was open, and Hank steered the BMW sedan along the winding driveway lined with naked trees until they came to a semi-circle drive in front of the house.

      Agatha’s hands were clasped together in a white-knuckled grasp. She was one of the most empathic and feeling people he’d ever known, but she put all of that energy into her books instead of into other people. It’s why she had few close friends and stayed to herself for the most part. She felt deeply, and he feared if she truly let herself feel the depth of emotions he knew she’d suppressed through the years, she might eventually break.

      Telling someone their loved one was dead never got easier, and that kind of raw grief clung to you long after you left the living behind. He reached over and squeezed her hands gently.

      The house was rather plain—just a white farmhouse with a wraparound porch that had a swing at one end and a couple of rocking chairs at the other. There was a carport housing a Volvo wagon and a smaller car that was hidden beneath a canvas tarpaulin.

      The porch light turned on, and Hank nudged Agatha. “She’s watching from the window. Go ahead and get out so she can see you. It’ll put her at ease to see another woman.”

      Mrs. Grant pushed open the screen door. “Agatha Harley, is that you, dear?”

      “Yes, Mrs. Grant. It’s me. Do you mind if we come in and speak to you for a few minutes?”

      Mrs. Grant touched the pearls at her throat, curiosity etched on her unlined face. Hank knew from the background check that she was a good dozen years younger than her husband, and she carried her age well, but if he weren’t mistaken, she’d had some work done. No one reached her age without showing some lines that only life could bring.

      She was tall and slender, and her clothes were tailored and expensive. She wasn’t dressed like a woman who was spending a leisurely day at home. She looked as if she was about to leave. Her hair was short, chic, and white, and her jewelry was tastefully expensive. She looked like she could give a snowman frostbite.

      “I was just on my way out,” she said, confirming his theory. “But I can spare a few minutes. I’ve heard you’ve made quite a name for yourself, Agatha,” she said, ushering them inside. “Your mother would be truly proud, I’m sure.”

      Agatha thanked her and then they stopped and stared in the large foyer. Hank had never seen anything so white in his life. There was a complete absence of color—from the walls, to the carpets, to the furniture. The glare hurt his eyes.

      “You can leave your shoes here at the door,” she said before leading them into the front sitting room. “You didn’t introduce me to your friend, Agatha, though I can deduce he’s the man you’re living with? There’s been quite a lot of talk about that around town.”

      Agatha’s cheeks pinked with embarrassment, and Hank took a step forward and extended his hand.

      “I’m Sheriff Davidson, ma’am,” he said. “We appreciate your time.”

      She reached up and touched her pearls again, and this time it was nervousness that came across her face instead of curiosity. She was starting to realize something might be wrong.

      “Let’s take a seat, Mrs. Grant,” Agatha said, leading her to a chair, and then she sat on the loveseat adjacent to it. But she didn’t let go of her hand.

      Hank took the seat next to Agatha.

      “What’s this all about?” Mrs. Grant asked. “I’m really quite pressed for time.”

      “We’re here about your husband,” Hank told her.

      “Leland?” she asked. “Well, he’s still at the office. You should try him there. The next four months I’ll hardly see him at all.”

      “I’m sorry to have to tell you that your husband is dead,” he said.

      “What?” she asked, shaking her head. “No, you must be wrong. I’ll just give him a call, and you’ll see.”

      “I’m sorry,” Agatha said. “We’re sure, Mrs. Grant. He’s gone.”

      The icy veneer vanished in an instant and she crumpled into Agatha’s arms. Her sobs were silent, and then she looked up at Hank with tear-drenched eyes.

      “How?” she demanded.

      “We believe someone killed him.”

      “That’s impossible,” she said. “No one would hurt Leland. Everyone loved him.”

      “We’re going to find out who did this to him,” Hank said softly.

      “I have to call the kids,” she said. “They need to know.”

      “Are they close by?” Agatha asked.

      “No,” she said, shaking her head. “It’ll take them some time to get here. My oldest is in Amarillo, my daughter is in Houston, and my baby is in Austin. Can you wait here with me? I don’t want to be alone. What if the killer comes here?”

      “I’ll have an officer come out and sit at the house just as a precaution, but we’ve got no reason to think you’re a target. Is there someone we can call for you until your kids arrive?”

      “If you could call our pastor,” she said. “He’s a dear friend.”

      “I’ve got his number,” Agatha said, getting up from the loveseat. “I’ll call him for you.”

      Hank waited until Agatha was across the room before he spoke to Mrs. Grant again. “Did your husband have enemies?”

      

      “No, of course not. I told you, everyone loved Leland. He was a good man.”

      She straightened her spine, and he recognized the look on her face. She needed someone to blame for what had happened to her husband, but there was something about her Hank didn’t like. Her shock and grief seemed real, but he had a feeling she’d play the part of widow very well.

      “Pastor’s on his way,” Agatha said, coming back to sit next to her.

      “Thank you, dear,” she said. “We’ll need to make calls. Leland was very prominent in the community. This will affect everyone. Not to mention you’ve got a killer on the loose. This town has gone to hell in a hand basket. It’s your duty to keep citizens safe, Sheriff.”

      Hank didn’t bother to tell her he’d only been sheriff for a few days, and he didn’t ask her if she was planning to run for office, because she sounded like she was reciting her platform.

      “Yes, ma’am,” Hank said. “That’s why we need to get back to work on finding who did this. We don’t believe this was random. A crime of this nature is usually committed by someone the victim knows personally. Maybe a client or someone else he did business with. Did he keep anything valuable in the office?”

      She snorted delicately. “You must be joking. You did see this office, didn’t you?” She shuddered as if Leland had committed the worst sort of offense because of his decorating sense. “He’d never let me set foot in there to help him. I always told him he could’ve been doing big city business if he’d just take it up a notch. Appearances mean a lot when business gets involved. No one wants to let a poor CPA do their taxes. It doesn’t exactly scream of success.”

      “You said you were heading out just before we arrived,” Hank said. “Do you need to cancel your plans?”

      She twisted the large diamond on her finger around nervously and looked over his shoulder out the front window.

      “I suppose so,” she said. “I was waiting on my driver. It’s Tuesday, and I always leave for my home on Tuesdays.”

      “Your home?” Hank asked.

      “My home in Austin,” she said. “I prefer city living, so I spend Tuesday through Friday there every week, and come back for the weekends so Leland and I can attend any events and Sunday service. Like I said, we rarely see each other this time of year anyway. But I usually leave before he gets home from work because Leland has never been fond of the arrangement. But I have to live my life, and Leland is at the age where he doesn’t want to do anything but sit in front of the television when he gets home.”

      Hank raised his brow at that but of information, and he wondered if she had a backup husband waiting for her in Austin now that Leland was dead.

      “You said you have a son in Austin?” Agatha asked.

      “My youngest is still attending the University of Texas, so it’s nice to be close to him if he needs me.”

      “I didn’t realize Bud was still there,” Agatha said. “Is he doing graduate work?”

      Two bright spots of color appeared in her cheeks and she gave Agatha a look that dripped icicles. She was saved from giving an explanation by the knock at the door.

      “Pastor Charles is here,” Hank said, hoping to break the tension. Who knew her son was such a sensitive topic?

      “Please let him in,” Mrs. Grant said, as if she were talking to a servant. “I believe the two of you have delayed finding my husband’s killer long enough.”
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      The “Re-Elect Sheriff Coil” campaign signs that had once lined Main Street were disappearing the closer voting day came. Even the sign once posted in the corner of the Kettle Café had been removed. Hank had a feeling that Coil’s rival for sheriff was behind the backhanded campaigning, but there was no way to prove it that he could find.

      Hank knew Coil was hurting, but he didn’t know what to do for him other than let the system work. But he was glad Coil wasn’t hiding away. The best thing he could do was be out and be seen as if nothing were wrong.

      So when Coil called to meet for breakfast, Hank was happy to accept the invitation. As usual, he arrived before Coil and grabbed their favorite booth against the wall across from the service countertop. He ordered his usual of sweet tea and the sunrise platter.

      Agatha was training for a marathon, so she’d left early that morning for a ten-mile run since the wind and dreary skies had cleared up. He’d been working out lately to make sure retirement didn’t catch up with him, but the only way he’d be running anywhere was if someone were chasing him. Maybe not even then. He really hated to run.

      He leaned his head back so it rested at the junction of the wall and the booth and closed his eyes. Coming out of retirement and jumping back into full-time police work was exhausting. He’d retired for a reason, and he missed working cases on his own  time and whim.

      He must have relaxed more than he realized because the next thing he heard was Coil calling his name.

      “Morning, Sheriff,” Coil said, chuckling.

      Hank’s eyes snapped open and he sat up in the booth, rubbing the stubble on his cheeks. Had he really dozed off?

      “I was just resting my eyes,” Hank said.

      “Uh, huh,” Coil said, grinning. “Is that drool on your shirt?”

      Hank looked down at his shirt, horrified, and realized Coil was joking. Coil stretched out his long legs and propped an arm over the back of the booth.

      “Please don’t call me sheriff,” Hank said. “I really hate it.”

      “Keeping up appearances, brother. You’ve got the title, and I wouldn’t want anyone else to have it.”

      “Don’t get used to it,” Hank said. “I’m only keeping it warm for you.”

      Coil scoffed and signaled the waitress for his usual black coffee and pancake breakfast. “Hank, things aren’t looking good.”

      “I thought your attorney was handling the appeal?”

      “She is, but every time we make a move for information, someone in Belton puts a block on it. I know the allegations will get cleared up, but the plan is to keep stalling me until after the election.”

      Hank put his tea down without drinking, “Then why don’t we drive over to Belton and figure out who’s holding things up? Maybe teach them a lesson. I miss the old days of cop work.”

      Coil’s mouth twitched, and they waited until the waitress set down Coil’s coffee and breakfast and then went back to the kitchen before speaking again.

      “You and I both know Oddie McElroy is behind this. He’s got so many members of the ethics board under his thumb that even taking him out to the woodshed wouldn’t make a difference.”

      “I still can’t believe they’ve stooped so low,” Hank said. “I’m not naïve, and I know how crooked politics can get, but this is a bit on the criminal side.”

      “Hank, welcome to the dark side of Texas politics. It isn’t the norm, but it happens. I’ve stepped on a few too many toes since taking that oath of office, and memories run deep in the criminal underworld.  If I was a betting man, I’d say Oddie was neck deep.”

      “How’s McElroy connected to your undercover days with the Lone Star Rattlers?”

      “Not sure, but that gang is deeply embedded throughout the state. They’ve been known to have political ties. And there’s no telling who knows what and who owes who. Don’t forget the millions of bucks in confederate gold we denied somebody. It wouldn’t surprise me if there’s a connection to Oddie somewhere in there.”

      Hank whistled beneath his breath. “That could be bad.”

      “Tell me about it. My past always seems to haunt me.” Coil’s mouth tightened in a grim line.

      Hank felt for his friend. They all had scars from the job. He knew some of the details, but most of the information remained sealed in classified documents, and the rest was lost in Coil’s memory.

      “Maybe it won’t haunt you if you bring some light to it,” Hank said. “Not all of it. But parts of it. You need to clear your name.”

      Coil sipped his coffee and said, “There was more to that shootout than bad guys trying to put holes in me. It was a coordinated attack that began in a government official’s office long before I crawled out of the dessert with half of my blood spilled along the way.”

      “Then why not expose everything and get it over with?” Hank asked. “As long as this stays in the dark, you’ll never have peace to live your life the way God intended. Your family deserves that peace too.”

      “I wish I could do that,” Coil said, blowing out a breath. “But my family is the first thing they’d go after.”

      “Who?” Hank demanded.

      Coil clutched his napkin and wiped the corners of his mouth. Hank knew he was avoiding the question. It was killing him to see Coil in so much pain over something done to him for no other reason than his decision to uphold the law. Now the law was failing him.

      “You know I can’t—” Coil said, stopping midsentence as the waitress came back over.

      “Let me give you a refill,” she said, putting a fresh tea in front of Hank and refilling Coil’s coffee cup.

      “We appreciate it,” Coil said, flashing a smile.

      “Sorry to see you in all of this mess, Sheriff,” she said. “But don’t worry, I’ve heard through the grapevine Oddie has his own skeletons.”

      “We all do,” Hank added.

      “Well, you still got my vote,” she said and bustled to the next table.

      “See,” Hank said. “Not everyone has turned their back on you. Don’t give up this fight.”

      “I know,” he agreed. “But there’s more to all of this than just casting votes. This has been hard on my family. I’m not even sure Shelly wants me to continue.”

      Hank raised his brows at that. “If you really don’t want to go through with this, then you need to make a decision. You’ve got people fighting for you, and it’s not right to keep us in the ring if you’ve thrown in the towel.” Hank wadded up a napkin and tossed it on the table. “We love you, and there’s no judgment either way, but you have to want this more than we can want it for you.”

      There was a long, awkward silence. Hank didn’t even notice the crowd noise in the Café. His head hoped Coil would fight for his position, but his heart wanted his friend to have peace.

      “You okay?” Coil finally asked.

      “Just tired,” Hank said, yawning.

      Coil yawned too. “Now cut that out. You’ve got me going now. The life of a sheriff ain’t all glitz and glamour.”

      “Well, the life of a sheriff is cutting into my social life.” And then he blew out a breath and dug for courage. “I’m thinking about popping the question next month, but I haven’t had time to find a ring. Or make a plan.”

      Coil’s face lit with pleasure. “Congratulations. It’s about time.”

      “Agatha’s been renting a room from me since November. Doesn’t make sense to keep collecting rent, and I figured living with me might ease her into the idea. She can be stubborn. And opinionated.”

      Coil laughed out loud. “If you know that and you still want to marry her, then more power to you. I’m sure she’s been a terrible roommate,” Coil said, waggling his eyebrows.

      Hank felt color rush into his cheeks. He was too old to have a reaction like that.  “There’s been no hanky-panky. We’re just roommates. And we both agreed from the start that we wanted to keep it old-fashioned. She’s been paying rent, but I’ve been stashing it away for her engagement ring.”

      “You’re going to buy your future bride an engagement ring with her own money?” Coil asked, wide-eyed.

      “When you put it that way, maybe not. I’ll figure out something. I want the ring and the place to be perfect.”

      “Then it will be,” Coil said. “Now, what’s up with Sergeant Springer?”

      Hank didn’t roll his eyes, but he wanted to. “What about him?”

      “Heard he’s looking for a job with the Travis County Sheriff.”

      Hank shrugged. “Maybe he’ll be a better fit there. Or in another profession. Not everyone is cut out to be a cop.”

      “He’s not a bad guy, Hank. He’s just grown up in a bubble. He needs real world experience.”

      “Then he should join the military.”

      “Listen, this is where you need to take advantage of my experience and advice. You were like your own island before you retired. You worked alone for the most part, and you floated between the FBI and your local agency pretty freely. You didn’t have to train men. You just told them what you wanted from them and if they didn’t deliver they didn’t work cases with you again. This is different. And not everyone is a big city cop. There are guys like Springer all over the country, and unless someone takes the time to mentor them, they’ll either take their untapped potential away from policing, or they’ll stay where they are and become horrible cops who help no one.”

      Hank sighed. “You’re right. I’ll take a little more time with him.”

      “Good,” Coil said, nodding. “Now what’s going on with the Leland Grant case?”

      “Besides murder?”

      “That was pretty obvious from the body.”

      “We didn’t find a weapon,” he said. “I’m guessing he took it with him because it had prints.”

      “I can’t imagine someone going into Mr. Grant’s office on a Tuesday morning with the intention of killing him. It looks like a meeting went sideways, and whoever was angry about it left, and then came back in through the back door to take a swing at him. Whatever it was they used to kill him had to have been something they owned, but nothing they wanted to discard.”

      Hank grunted. “I need more information on the widow. There’s something strange there. And she’s set to inherit a lot of assets.”

      “You get a chance to meet the college student?” Coil asked. “Talk about strange.”

      “Mr. University of Texas?” Hank asked. “No, but she was on her way to Austin before we interrupted her plans with the murder of her husband. He seems to be a touchy subject.”

      “Because he’s the biggest loser you’ll ever meet. He’s been working on a Liberal Arts degree for seven years. But for all intents and purposes, he’s a mama’s boy, and the relationship with dad was strained at best.”

      “Really?” Hank asked. “That is interesting. Maybe we need to find out where Mr. Liberal Arts was yesterday. I wish you’d stayed on scene. We need all the help we can get.”

      “I hated to leave, but Jimmie James was right. I’m not the sheriff. Not yet, anyway.”

      Hank sat up straighter. “Does that mean you’re going to fight for what’s rightfully yours?”

      “I’m done laying down and waiting to die,” he said. “Oddie McElroy is going down.”
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      Agatha strolled through Hank’s house with a hot towel wrapped around her aching neck, and a bottle of water in each hand. Ten miles of running had left her exhausted and chilled to the bone.

      The roads had been so slick and icy over the last week that she hadn’t been able to run without fear of falling on her behind.  The sun had cleared things up, so she decided to make the run while she tried to process everything from the crime scene.

      She was dying for a hot shower, but she was mostly anxious to discover what Hank and Coil had talked about at breakfast. Hank’s text that he was heading home had made her hold off on the shower. Instead, she lit the fire pit out back and snuggled beneath a fuzzy blanket on the bench.

      “Aggie,” Hank called out.

      “Out back,” she replied.

      Hank slipped through the sliding door with a bottle of water for her, and she smiled and lifted the two bottles she’d almost emptied. For having lived alone most of his adult life, she loved that Hank made it a point to be thoughtful.

      They’d honored their promise to stick to their respective bedrooms, but Hank was always doing things for her in some way. She’d been independent for so many years, she wasn’t used to having anyone—especially a man—be so considerate.

      “For the sake of brevity,” Agatha said, lifting the blanket for Hank so he could sit next to her, “I had a great run, I haven’t showered yet, and I’m starving. So how did it go with Coil?”

      “How about a hello?” he asked, teasingly.

      She kissed him.

      Hank raised a brow. “Talk about cutting to the chase.”

      Agatha elbowed him and he laughed. He’d started doing that more, and she loved to see it.

      “Spill it,” she said.

      “Coil’s got his hands full with the ethics violation. His attorney is on the case, but Oddie McElroy and his crooked cronies are making life difficult. Seems the plan is to keep him focused on fighting false allegations and out of office until election day.”

      “I’m not surprised,” she said. “I love Coil, but his past and the connections he keeps make it hard to know what side of the law he’s on.”

      Hank’s eyes narrowed and his body stiffened. “Coil has always been on the up and up. I can’t believe you still don’t trust him.”

      “I didn’t say I didn’t trust him. I just said I can see how some people who don’t know him like we do might have a hard time trusting him.”

      “I can’t control what other people think, but I can be his friend.”

      “I’m his friend too, but let’s face it, we’re trying to solve a murder and salvage his career at the same time. We’ve got to pick one. Coil is a big boy. He’s got an attorney, and he’s got fight in him. But Leland Grant doesn’t have anyone but us.”

      “You’ve got a good point,” he sat back. “I guess we should get back to work.”

      “I’m going to shower,” she said, coming to her feet. She reached down and took his hand to help him up.

      “Coil has always been there for me,” Hank said, putting his forehead against hers. “We go back a long way. There were times I didn’t believe in myself, but Coil never once wavered. He’d call, and a few times he hopped on a plane and flew out to see me. We didn’t have internet and Facetime like there is today. That never stopped him from being there for me. I will not abandon him, now or ever. He’s my best friend.”

      “I understand,” she whispered. “I’ll always stand with him too.”

      “I know, and so does Coil. After all, weren’t you the one who went to war with Dot Williams for talking trash about him?” Hank asked.

      “And I’ll do it again if she ever shows her ugly face in Rusty Gun.”

      Hank chuckled. “Good. We’ll do what we can to support Coil. We can’t let Oddie McElroy win. I need to run a background check on him. Coil thinks he’s involved in shady business.”

      “Have you ever met him?” Agatha asked.

      “Not yet,” Hank said.

      “You’ll hate him. Come on, I’m excited about this case.”

      “You’re excited about murder?” He asked.

      “Well, not that Mr. Grant’s dead,” she snickered. “But I’m excited we’re working together again.”

      “Aggie, we just solved a hundred-year-old cold case, and arrested an FBI agent while returning millions of dollars back to the rightful owners.”

      “I know,” Agatha said, “But we have an actual body to work with this time.”

      “Speaking of the victim, when’s the autopsy?” he asked.

      “This afternoon. Deputy James and I are attending.”

      “Do me a favor and bring Springer with you.”

      She gasped. “Seriously?”

      “Yeah, I know, but he’s young, and someone needs to teach him. He deserves to learn unless he proves he’s unteachable, and the people he serves deserve better too.”

      Her lips twitched. “That sounds like something Coil would say.”

      “Everyone needs mentoring,” Hank admitted. “Even me. Try your best to keep Springer from passing out during the autopsy. We’re going to need him to get into Mr. Grant’s computer. James secured the search warrant from the judge, so now it’s a matter for the IT guru.”

      “How cool would that be if the killer’s name is actually in the appointment book?” she asked.

      “Kind of disappointing,” Hank said. “Killers should be smarter. But they rarely ever are.”
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      The Bell County Sheriff’s Office was a small building at the end of Main Street. The city founders planned for there to be another row of businesses on the other side of the sheriff’s office, but things didn’t work out when Salado was chosen for the railroad line and depot. Not getting the railroad stifled Rusty Gun’s growth, but not its character.

      Hank sat behind Coil’s desk. Coil had taken all of his personal belongings and photographs with him, but Hank hadn’t bothered to move any of his personal belongings in. If everything went right, he wouldn’t be there long anyway.

      He shuffled a few reports on the empty desk, but he wasn’t really paying attention. He kept checking the door to see if Agatha were there yet. He wanted to take another look at the report and photos from the crime scene. He could admit that his attention was splintered. Between Coil and trying to get ideas for his proposal to Agatha, he wasn’t at his sharpest. Leland Grant deserved better.

      He read the signed search warrant authorizing them to examine Mr. Grant’s computer, making sure everything was in order. It wasn’t as simple as looking through someone’s home laptop. This was a business computer that contained financial records of almost everyone in Rusty Gun.

      Looking in Grant’s system was going to take a high level of discretion and confidentiality. Unfortunately, Sergeant Springer was their expert in computer forensics. He had a bachelor’s degree in Computer Science from Texas A&M, and he’d been offered a good job in the industry. But he’d resisted the idea of moving to the big city for big pay and had bounced from one small police department to another.

      Hank didn’t trust him and he didn’t like him. Springer was a know-it-all who rubbed Hank the wrong way on principle. Coil had been right, if this had been several years before when Hank was running the show, a guy like Springer never would have darkened his door.

      The work he’d done was fast-paced, fast-thinking, and stupid mistakes weren’t tolerated. There’d been too much at stake.  A guy like Springer never would have crossed his path, but he knew Coil was right. Most of the world didn’t operate at that level of excellence, and there was a learning curve. People had to gain experience from somewhere.

      The words on the page blurred in front of him. Lord, he was tired.  His mind kept circling back to Grant’s appointment book. Would the killer have really made an appointment? Would it be under an assumed name? It was hard to hide anything in a town the size of Rusty Gun. Why hadn’t the killer smashed the computer or taken it? He also thought it odd that a man Mr. Grant’s age used a computer system for appointments. Hank made a note to find out if Grant had a receptionist or any outside help.

      He heard the sound of boots shuffling across the floor and knew it was Springer before he saw his head pop in the doorway.

      “Got a sec, Sheriff?”

      “Sure, come on in.”

      Springer eased into the chair across from the desk, his shoulders hunched. He was a big man,  the chair was just a tad small, and he looked pitiful. Hank had a feeling this was part of the Springer routine. Mentoring the man was one thing, but he had to do his part and take responsibility for his actions.

      “What can I do for you?” Hank asked, removing his reading glasses.

      “Sheriff—I mean, Coil, said I should come and speak with you about my future here.”

      Hank crossed his forearms tight across his chest. He might be in his fifth decade, but he was still an intimidating figure. He was built like a brawler, and since he’d started working out again, his chest, shoulders and biceps were imposing. He leaned back in the chair and raised his brows.

      “I’m sorry,” Springer said.

      Those words were a surprise, but a pleasant one. He hadn’t been sure Springer had it in him to humble himself.

      “Can you elaborate?” Hank asked.

      “I was wrong yesterday.”

      “And?”

      “And, I’m sorry.”

      Hank let out a deep breath. He guessed that was all the elaboration he was going to get.

      “Apology accepted,” Hank said. “And if you’re open to constructive criticism, I promise to help you become a better cop.”

      Springer inhaled quickly and sat up straight. “I’d appreciate it, Sheriff. Really. Thanks for not firing me.”

      “I’ve got a search warrant for Leland Grant’s computer. The guys tell me computers are your area.”

      “You bet, Sheriff. When do I start?”

      “You’ll have to fit it in this afternoon. You’re going to be busy this morning.”

      “I am?” he asked.

      “You’re going to head out with James and Agatha to observe the autopsy.”

      Springer’s face paled and then turned an interesting shade of green. He swallowed hard two or three times, and Hank wondered if he was going to pass out like he had the day before.

      “You want to be a cop,” Hank said, “You’ve got to figure out how to blank this stuff out. You’re going to see things a heck of a lot worse than Leland Grant’s body or an autopsy over the course of your career. You’ve got to go to that place in your mind where it doesn’t affect you. And then you’ve got to find a way to process it when you’re off duty.”

      He swallowed again and little beads of perspiration had gathered on his upper lip.

      “Why don’t you go get some coffee and figure out where that place in your mind is,” Hank said, dismissing him.

      He looked back down at the Grant report to give Springer the chance to escape, but his thoughts kept going back to Agatha. She’d been occupying his thoughts more and more lately. He loved her. He had fun with her. And he never thought he could see himself spending his life with anyone other than his wife. But he could with Agatha. It terrified and excited him all at the same time.

      Agatha and Tammy couldn’t have been more different, which he guessed was a good thing. His relationship with Agatha was…unique. His first marriage had been good, and he’d always treasure the years they’d had together, but what he and Agatha had was special. He’d be a fool to think otherwise. He couldn’t describe the connection they had. He only knew he’d been blessed with a second chance and he was going to take it

      Valentine’s Day was coming up, and if everything went right, he’d have a ring and all the other romantic junk that would make the moment perfect for Agatha.

      “Hey boss, you got a second?” Deputy James said, poking his head into the office.

      “Sure, what’s up?”

      “I ran back out to the crime scene to give it a second look.”

      “And?”

      “And, found and lifted some metallic flakes from the desk chair.”

      Hank narrowed his eyes. “From the murder weapon?”

      “Looks like it. It’ll have to go to the FBI’s lab for the level of analysis we need. That’s way out of our league.”

      “I think I have a connection or two,” Hank said dryly.

      “I’ll get it packaged and ready for overnight shipping.”

      “Good work,” Hank said. “Oh, and don’t give Springer too hard of a time at the autopsy today.”

      “If he faints, I’m not carrying him out of there,” James said. “Are you trying to punish him or us?”

      “I’m trying to build character,” Hank said.

      “Whose?” James asked.

      Hank’s mouth twitched. “That’s yet to be seen. But good luck.”

      “What do we need good luck for?” Agatha asked.

      “Springer at the autopsy,” James said.

      She scrunched her nose. “I’m not carrying him if he passes out again.”

      “You’re both safe from carrying Springer,” Hank said. “James was just telling me he found metallic flakes at the crime scene. Could be from the murder weapon. He’s going to get them packaged so we can ship it to the FBI lab.”

      “Excellent,” Agatha said, slapping James on the back. “Hopefully the coroner can find transfer materials in Mr. Grant’s skull.”

      “Skull?” Springer asked, coming up behind them.

      “It’s that big lump sitting on your neck,” James said. “We’ve all got one. Some bigger than others. Come on, Sarge. We’ll get take out Chinese on the way.”

      Springer looked like he was going to started gagging, and Hank chuckled as they ambled out the door. Agatha gave him a wink over her shoulder, and his heart lightened. Maybe he shouldn’t wait until February to ask her. Maybe he should do it much, much sooner.
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      The weather Wednesday night turned nasty, with freezing rain and blistering winds. Any chance of ice on the roads made drivers insane, and all of his deputies were out working crashes. The sand trucks were out in full force, and all the businesses closed early. Being from Pennsylvania, where they had real winter, the precautions blew his mind.

      He’d been so busy with the storm that he hadn’t realized Agatha, Springer, and James hadn’t made it back from the coroner’s office yet. A flash of worry spread through him just as the bell jangled over the front door and the three of them walked in, bundled up in scarves and sheriff’s office wool caps in an unflattering shade of green.

      Agatha unwrapped herself and hung her damp things on the umbrella stand in the corner. Her boots were wet and muddy and her cheeks were flushed red. She looked like she could still be in school, and he was reminded, not for the first time, of the age difference between them. It was something that had bothered him at first, but he’d realized quickly he was going to have to get over it.

      “You’d think the three of you had been out in the tundra,” Hank said, coming into the open area to meet them. He’d spent too much time behind his desk and he was stiff. “Y’all need thicker blood.”

      Agatha rolled her eyes. “As far as I’m concerned, this is the tundra. I don’t know how you’re wearing a short-sleeved shirt. Unless you just like to show off your muscles.”

      Hank’s lips twitched. “That’s just a bonus. This is perfect weather.”

      “Remind me to never live in the North,” Agatha said. “This Texas girl needs flip-flops.”

      “So noted,” Hank said.

      “How busy has it been?” James asked. “We passed Rodriguez and Johnson working a crash on the way back.”

      “It’s been non-stop,” Hank said. “I’ve been fielding phone calls about power outages and blocked roads. I went ahead and implemented a curfew, but I’ve got every available deputy out trying to get people off the roads and back home safely. I never thought I’d say it, but shutting everything down is the best way to go. You people do not know how to drive in this stuff.”

      “You’re one of us now, Sheriff,” James said, grinning. “You’ve probably lost your touch.”

      Hank grunted and remembered the close call he’d had a couple of hours earlier when he’d decided to drive around to check the roads.

      “How’d the autopsy go?” he asked, nodding at Springer, who hadn’t said a word since they’d come inside. He was still wrapped in his coat.

      James slapped Springer on the back. “He did great. He turned a nice shade of green, but he didn’t puke on the body and he didn’t pass out. I call that a win.”

      “Good job, Springer,” Hank said. “Do we have an official cause of death?”

      “Blunt force trauma to the head,” Agatha said, stifling a yawn.

      James had a manila envelope in his hand and unearthed the contents on the counter. It contained photographs and copies of the diagrams the coroner had drawn. Hank noticed Springer looked away.

      Agatha spread out the photos and then said, “The depressed skull fracture was comminuted with broken pieces of cranial bone displaced inwardly. The blow was so significant that it breached two of the eight bones that form the cranial portion of the skull. The force of impact ruptured underlying structures, including surrounding membranes, blood vessels, and brain."

      “The blow also caused immediate concussion along with a laceration that tore through the epidermis and the meninges. Because the injury introduced an outside environment to the brain, the coroner classified it as a compound fracture. The coroner said as soon as the middle meningeal artery was severed, Mr. Grant was dead.”

      “That must’ve been one heck of a whack to the head,” Hank whistled through his teeth.

      “Yeah, that was the coroner’s unofficial analysis,” Agatha said. “Slivers of wood were also recovered from the area of the wound.”

      “Where he hit his head on the desk,” Hank said.

      “Bingo,” she said, nodding. “But that would have only given him a mild concussion.”

      “Boss,” James said. “If you look at the magnified areas of the wound, you can see a definite pattern in the unbroken skin. It may give us an idea of the kind of weapon the killer used.

      “The pattern didn’t look familiar to me,” Agatha said. “Does it ring any bells with you?”

      “It could be anything from a pipe to a parking meter for all I know,” Hank said with a grimace. “But once we get a response from the FBI lab on the metallic flakes, it should clear up what the marks are. I called in a couple of favors, so we shouldn’t have to wait too long for answers.”

      “Fingerprints haven’t turned up anything so far,” James said. “It’s a slow process, but most of them are from the victim. Any oddities are partials or indistinguishable. Maybe we’ll catch a break there.”

      “What’s the word from the gossip mill?” Hank asked. He’d been a part of the community long enough to know that details spread like wildfire in the small town. Oftentimes things were exaggerated, but there was usually a kernel of truth in there somewhere.

      “I talked to my mom earlier,” Springer said, piping in for the first time. “She said everyone at the country club is still in shock. He was a good man and well liked.”

      “What about his wife?” Agatha asked.

      Springer grimaced. “She’s not so well-liked, but she’s an intimidating force, so no one bucks against her too often.”

      “We still need to talk with Bud Grant,” Hank said. “I was planning on driving back out to the Grant’s, but the storm rolled in and  created bedlam. We’ll go out first thing in the morning, but let’s run an initial check on him and see what his finances are like. Each of the kids might be entitled to a payout with daddy gone. And from what I’ve heard, Bud doesn’t seem like the type who plans to work for a living.”

      “I’ll do it, Sheriff,” Springer volunteered. “I’m going to stick around and then sleep at my parent’s tonight in case they need help. They live just around the corner.”

      “Sounds like a plan,” Hank said. “See everyone in the morning.” Then he whispered to Agatha. “I got us takeout from the Taco and Waffle before they closed down for the night.”

      “You’re so resourceful,” Agatha said, batting her eyes. “It’s just one of the many things I love about you.”

      “You’re not fooling me,” he said. “You just love tacos.”
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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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