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      Anna glanced at the strawberry ice cream cone clock on the wall.

      It was 12:15, which meant that Jack was already fifteen minutes late. This was not like Anna’s sixteen-year-old employee. Jack had proven himself to be a responsible teenager over the four months since Anna opened her ice cream shop, Bella’s Dream, in the coastal Massachusetts town of Seagull Cove.

      As much as Anna tried to push it aside, a feeling that something wasn’t right settled into her chest.

      Anna’s cell phone vibrated in her pocket. She pulled it out with lighting speed. Jack’s name had popped onto her screen.

      “Hey, Jack. Where are you? Is everything okay?”

      “I’m so sorry, Anna, but I woke up with a bad case of the flu this morning. I planned to call, but I fell back asleep and just woke up. I’m not going to be able to help you with the hot fudge sundae bar at that party this afternoon. I would try to find a replacement, but I think I’m too sick to even do that, and it’s probably too late, anyway. I’m so sorry for the last-minute notice.”

      “I’m sorry to hear that, Jack. I hope you feel…” Anna started to say before Jack cut her off.

      “I have to go. Right now!”

      Anna was about to say, “Feel better soon,” but Jack disconnected the call before she could get the words out.

      She tried not to panic. She could do this alone if she absolutely had to.

      At least she hoped she could. It was her first hot fudge sundae bar, and she really could use an extra set of hands.

      “Hey, Anna, you look as white as a ghost. Are you okay?” She hadn’t noticed Kathy, one of her staff members, standing a short distance away. A recently retired executive assistant, Kathy was good at thinking under pressure. Maybe she could help.

      “Remember that anniversary party this afternoon?”

      “The one celebrating Allie and Jackson’s first anniversary? Aren’t you hosting a hot-fudge sundae bar at that party?” Allie and Jackson were regulars at Bella’s Dream, so most of the staff knew them.

      “Yes. I’m supposed to be set up and ready to go by 2:00. Jack was supposed to help me, but he just called to tell me that he has a bad case of the flu.”

      “Yikes. Do you want me to help you, instead?”

      Anna looked at her other two employees. Ethan and Sarah were both in high school, and Anna liked to have three employees in the shop, including one adult, on weekends. And it was shaping up to be a sunny day. The busy summer season was over, so she dropped down to two employees on weekdays, but weekends could still get busy. People came from far and wide to enjoy the New England fall foliage. “I don’t think so, Kathy. I need you here. It’s a beautiful October Saturday, and it’s bound to get busy.”

      “It will be hard to find a replacement for Jack on such short notice. Too bad Velma’s at a wedding. Can you manage the sundae bar by yourself?” Kathy asked.

      “I suppose I’ll have to. But it’s my first one, so I thought it would go more smoothly with two people. Besides, there’s a lot of stuff to lug in and out of Allie’s and Jackson’s house.”

      “I can help,” came a voice from across the counter.

      Anna turned around to find Todd Devonshire, one of her regular customers, grinning in her direction.

      “I couldn’t help but overhear. I just finished meeting with a client, and I have the rest of the afternoon free. I’d be happy to lend a hand.” Todd was a financial planner who lived in nearby Gloucester. He had several clients in Seagull Cove, and whenever he came to town for a meeting, he would make it a point to stop in Bella’s Dream for an ice cream. Velma thought it had more to do with his interest in Anna than in ice cream. Todd was cute. And charming. But Anna had more than enough to do with a new business and her search for her sister. Investing in a new relationship wasn’t likely to happen anytime soon.

      “I can’t ask you to give up a Saturday afternoon to help me run a hot fudge sundae bar.” But even as she spoke those words, Anna had a feeling she was going to ask, anyway. Fortunately, Todd made it easy.

      “You didn’t ask. I offered. Besides, it’s not like I’m doing it for free. I will expect payment in the form of a hot fudge sundae,” he said with a wink.

      “I would be forever grateful,” Anna said in relief.

      “It’s my pleasure. Just tell me what to do.”

      Anna led Todd into the supply room, where the previous evening she had filled plastic boxes with jars of toppings and paper goods in order to save time today.

      “You can start by helping me load these supplies into my car,” Anna said. “Allie and Jackson have a second freezer in their basement, so I brought the ice cream over last night.”

      Anna and Todd each grabbed two boxes and brought them to the alley out back, where Anna had parked her car.

      “This one smells delicious,” Todd said, pulling the box to his nose and breathing in the sweet scents.

      “You’ve got one of the boxes with the dry toppings. I got off easy with the paper goods,” Anna chuckled.

      Anna filled one more box with items from the refrigerator, then they piled the rest of the boxes into Anna’s backseat and trunk and drove across town to Jackson’s and Allie’s home. Anna glanced at the clock on her dashboard. “We’re just on time. Guests should be in the middle of lunch now, so that will give us enough time to set up before they are ready for dessert. I can’t thank you enough, Todd. Without your help, I would have been late.”

      “Don’t mention it. This was a fun change to my afternoon plans. I’m glad to see you’re branching out and getting creative with business opportunities. Hosting sundae bars at events like this is a great idea to expand your business now that the summer foot traffic has died down on Main Street.”

      “It came about spontaneously. Jackson and Allie, the guests of honor, were in my shop a couple of weeks ago talking about their first anniversary party. So, I pitched the idea of a hot fudge sundae bar, and they loved it. I’ve never done it before, but what could possibly go wrong?”

      “Hopefully, satisfied guests will spread the word, and more opportunities will come your way.”

      “That’s what I’m counting on,” Anna said, patting her pocket. “Jackson and Allie agreed to let me put out some business cards, so I brought plenty.”

      They unloaded the car and hauled the boxes into the living room, which was strangely somber for an anniversary celebration. It was a small house with an open concept living room and dining room, so guests were mostly scattered about between those two rooms.

      Todd looked at the quiet crowd and gave Anna a confused look.

      She shrugged her shoulders.

      “Excuse me, Uncle Chester,” Allie said, practically leaping up to greet Anna and Todd. “Boy, am I glad to see you,” she said softly. “This party is dull. Jackson was right. We should have had a separate gathering for our friends and family, but I thought it would be a good chance to bring everyone together. My family is bringing this party down big time.”

      “Maybe the ice cream sundaes will liven things up,” Todd said.

      “Allie, this is Todd Devonshire. He’s my assistant for the day,” Anna said.

      “The guests are just finishing lunch, so we’ll be ready for you soon. You can start setting up now,” Allie said, looking over at Jackson, who was talking to an older woman and sending her a look that seemed to plead, ‘help me.’ Allie directed Anna to a long folding table covered by a plastic red and white checkered tablecloth. “You can set up here. I’d better go. Aunt Violet cornered Jackson ten minutes ago, and she hasn’t come up for air since.”

      “Leave everything to us,” Anna said. “We’ll be ready for customers in no time.”

      Allie turned to head toward Jackson, but the man whom she had addressed earlier as ‘Uncle Chester’ waved her over to where he was sitting. “Allie, please come over here and tell me where you ordered this food from. You should really ask for a refund. The chicken is dry, and the vegetables are soggy.”

      Violet, the woman Jackson had been talking to, rushed to Chester’s side.

      Allie rolled her eyes at Anna and Todd. “Uncle Chester is being his usual difficult self. If you need anything, let me know. And if you get thirsty, drinks are in the kitchen.”

      “Good luck,” Anna mouthed.

      “Put me to work,” Todd said. “What can I do?”

      “How about if you unload the boxes from the car, and I’ll start setting up the table?”

      “Works for me. You can be the brains of the operation, and I’ll be the brawn.”

      Anna set glass serving bowls and decorative spoons onto the table and began filling them with colorful, sweet-smelling toppings. Then she went to the kitchen to warm up the hot fudge and caramel and sent Todd to the freezer in the basement for the tubs of ice cream she had brought the night before.

      After she had transformed the folding table into a hot fudge sundae bar, Anna stepped back to admire the spread. It was a colorful smorgasbord of toppings, including hot fudge, caramel, syrupy strawberries, nuts, cherries, jimmies, multicolored sprinkles, chocolate chips, coconut flakes, crushed cookies, peanut butter cups, crushed Heath bars, whipped cream, and marshmallows.

      “It looks delicious, if I do say so myself,” Anna said.

      “I want to eat it all,” Todd said.

      “How about if you scoop the chocolate, and I’ll scoop the vanilla? The guests can help themselves to the toppings.”

      “Of course. That’s half the fun.”

      Allie and Jackson invited their guests to the sundae bar, which seemed to inject a bit of energy into the previously lifeless crowd.

      The couple stood next to Anna and Todd, greeting their guests as they approached the table.

      Anna glanced at the front door and had to laugh. “What is Casper doing here?”

      Allie rolled her eyes. “Someone let him in earlier, and I didn’t have the heart to throw him out. But I think he’s ready to leave, now that lunch is over. I’ll let him out.”

      Chester was the first one at the hot fudge sundae bar, with Violet next to him.

      “What a great idea, Allie!” Violet said, her eyes wide open as Anna handed her a bowl of vanilla ice cream.

      She made her way through the bar, piling a little of everything into her bowl. “More scooping and less talking, Violet. You’re standing in front of the sprinkles,” Chester said.

      “Give Aunt Violet a break,” a tall man wearing round eyeglasses and a tweed jacket said.

      “That’s my cousin, Drake,” Allie whispered to Anna.

      “Don’t worry,” Anna assured the guests. “We brought plenty of everything. Here, I’ll just make a second dish of sprinkles and put it on the other side of the table.”

      “Don’t mind Uncle Chester,” Drake said under his breath. “He’s in quite the mood today.”

      Jackson nodded. “We noticed.”

      Drake leaned toward to the man standing next him. “Your brother is a piece of work, Dad.”

      “Always has been, always will be,” the man said, glaring at his brother and not bothering to whisper.

      “What’s that, Nicholas?” Chester asked.

      “Nothing, Chester. I was talking to Drake.”

      “Quiet, Uncle Nick,” Allie said, putting her finger to her lips. “If he hears you, you’ll put him in an even worse mood.”

      Nick shook his head. “I’ll never understand why my brother insists on calling me Nicholas. I’ve gone by Nick since high school.”

      “Probably because he knows you prefer Nick,” Drake said. “Uncle Chester’s grumpiness has been getting worse. I don’t know how Aunt Violet puts up with him.”

      Nick looked thoughtfully at Chester and Violet. “She seems to have more patience with him now than ever before. I don’t know how she does it. Or why, for that matter.”

      As the guests made their way through the line and began enjoying their sundaes, the mood of the party seemed to lift. Once they settled down with their ice creams, chatter filled the room.

      Allie and Jackson noticed, too.

      “It’s the magic of ice cream,” Anna said with a satisfied smile.

      Before the last guest had gone through the line, Chester stood up, wearing a sour expression, and made a beeline to the sundae bar.

      “Oh, great,” Allie said under her breath. “What now?”

      “My hot fudge tastes funny,” Chester said, holding his face a few inches from Anna’s. Then he turned to face the others. “Does anyone else’s hot fudge taste strange?”

      “Oh, quiet down,” a woman said. “First, you complained about the food, which was absolutely delicious, by the way. Now you’re complaining about the hot fudge.”

      “Don’t tell me to be quiet, Dorothea. I’m telling you, the hot fudge doesn’t taste right. Don’t you pay for this, Jackson. Do you hear me?”

      Anna took a clean plastic spoon and tasted the fudge from one of the glass bowls. It was perfect. “It tastes fine to me,” Anna said to Allie.

      Todd did the same thing. “It’s wonderful. I can’t imagine what he’s complaining about.”

      Anna offered Chester another sundae with a different topping. “We also have caramel and strawberries, if you’re not a fan of the fudge.”

      “Maybe I will,” Chester said.

      Anna gave him another scoop of vanilla, and this time he filled his dish with warm caramel and an array of toppings.

      “Much better,” he said.

      “Don’t mind Chester,” a woman wearing grey dress slacks and a navy cardigan said. “I’ve worked for that man for fifteen years, and he’s never satisfied with anything. The fudge is heavenly.”

      Anna smiled. “Thank you.”

      The woman grabbed one of Anna’s business cards. “My name is Eliza. I may be interested in having a sundae bar at my son’s graduation party in the spring.”

      “Wonderful!” Anna said. “Call me anytime.”

      After all the guests had been served and those who wanted seconds returned, Anna and Todd began emptying the toppings back into their jars and loading them into the plastic boxes they had brought.

      “Todd brought the leftover ice cream to the freezer downstairs,” Anna said to Allie and Jackson. “I’ll leave that here for the two of you.”

      “Awesome,” Jackson said. “Wait here, and I’ll get your check.”

      Chester wandered back up to the now-empty table. “Uncle Chester, your skin looks yellow. Are you feeling okay?” Allie asked, taking the bowl of ice cream from his hands.

      “I’m getting a headache. Maybe I ate too much.”

      Allie put her hand on her uncle’s forehead. “Your skin feels cold and clammy.”

      Chester leaned on the table. “I’m feeling a little lightheaded.”

      Allie walked Chester back to the couch, while Anna and Todd piled the boxes by the door. As Jackson returned and handed Anna a white envelope, a scream came from the living room. Anna turned and saw Chester on the floor with Violet kneeling over him.

      Everyone turned toward Chester, who was clutching his throat.

      “Help!” Violet cried.

      Anna called 9-1-1, and within a few minutes, the paramedics were rushing Chester onto a stretcher and into an ambulance. He began to convulse as they wheeled him into the vehicle.

      “I don’t think this is what Allie and Jackson had in mind when they said they wanted to add some excitement to this party,” Todd whispered to Anna.
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      As the ambulance drove away with Chester, two police officers arrived. They moved Allie’s and Jackson’s guests out of the house and taped off the surrounding area.

      A few minutes later, Detective Charlie Doyle pulled up. He parked on the street and walked somberly toward one of the police officers who was already on the scene. Charlie stopped short when he saw Anna, holding a box filled with ice cream toppings.

      He shook his head, and Anna thought she saw a smirk form on the corners of his lips. “I should have known you’d be here, Anna McBride. You know the drill. I’ll need you to stay here until I have a chance to question everyone.” Charlie turned to the guests. “In fact, I’ll need everyone to stay here until we can get your statements.”

      “I can’t stay here!” Violet said. “I have to get to the hospital. My husband is sick, and I need to be with him. He shouldn’t be alone right now.”

      Charlie pulled Violet around to the side of the house. The stunned silence that had settled on the group was broken by a high-pitched shriek. “It can’t be! It can’t be!” Violet repeated.

      Allie and Nick jogged toward Charlie and Violet, presumably to comfort Violet. Shortly after, Charlie reappeared in the front yard. “I’m sorry to have to tell you this, folks, but Chester passed away on the way to the hospital.”

      There was a collective gasp.

      “Anna, I understand Chester complained about the hot fudge. I’m going to have to take your fudge with me to test it and make sure there was nothing in it that caused Chester’s death.”

      “Of course,” Anna said. “But most of the people here, including Todd and me, had some of that hot fudge. If it were the fudge, everyone would be sick.”

      “That’s probably true, but we need to check it, anyway. What happened to the sundae that Chester complained about?”

      “He ate about half of it, but after he complained, we threw it away and gave him a caramel one instead,” Anna said. “The trash barrel is in the house.”

      Charlie motioned for Anna to follow him inside. “Show me.”

      Todd followed, and Charlie didn’t object.

      Anna led Charlie to the folding table that had been a festive sundae bar a little while before. “There was a trash receptacle right here,” Anna said.

      “I think I saw Jackson move it into the kitchen while we were packing up,” Todd said.

      Charlie and Anna followed Todd into the kitchen. It was a large kitchen for a small home. Anna guessed that either Allie and Jackson or the previous owners had expanded it from its original size. There was a long row of white cabinets, divided in the middle by a double window above the farmer’s sink, overlooking a sizeable backyard. Attached to the kitchen was a small butler’s pantry, with another row of upper and lower cabinets and a water cooler.

      “There’s the trash,” Anna said, pointing to a bucket next to a spacious blue island with white and grey quartz countertops. “It’s in there, somewhere. Fortunately, we used paper bowls, so Chester’s sundae is in the trash bucket and not in the garbage disposal.”

      “It should be easy enough to find,” Todd said. “It’s the only bowl that still has ice cream left in it. Everyone else cleaned their bowls.”

      Charlie slipped on a pair of plastic gloves and sorted through the trash until he pulled up the mixture of melted fudge, vanilla ice cream, and toppings.

      He placed it in a bag and left the kitchen, presumably to bring it to a police officer.

      “I’m sorry I got you into this, Todd,” Anna said. “You know the old saying: ‘No good deed goes unpunished.’”

      “Don’t worry about me,” Todd said. “But poor Chester. It seems like the police believe he was poisoned. Who do you think…”

      Anna cut Todd off. “Todd, look at this!” She held up a jar of hot fudge. “It was hidden behind the spice rack.”

      “That doesn’t look familiar. I don’t think it’s one of the jars we packed,” Todd said.

      “Definitely not. I don’t use this brand.” Anna opened the cap and sniffed the jar’s contents. “It’s hot fudge, but it has a bitter smell.”

      She held it up for Todd to sniff. “You’re right. What is that?”

      “It reminds me of almonds.” Anna looked at the ingredients printed on the label. “It doesn’t say anything about almonds.”

      Charlie returned to the kitchen, and Anna handed him the jar. “If this was what was used to poison Chester, the killer could have brought this hot fudge and put it on Chester’s sundae, on top of the fudge that was already on it. Maybe that’s why Chester’s sundae was the only one that tasted strange,” Anna said.

      Charlie sniffed the jar. “You’re right. There’s a faint scent of almonds. Could be arsenic. But that wouldn’t explain the convulsions or the strange taste that Chester complained about. Maybe it’s arsenic mixed with something else. Strychnine perhaps. That would have caused a bitter taste, and it would explain the convulsions. We won’t know for sure until the test results come back. I’ll need the two of you to stick around for a while.”

      Anna nodded.

      “No problem,” Todd said.

      Then he and Anna went back outside where the others were waiting to give their statements.

      Allie, Jackson, and Drake came right over to Anna and Todd. Allie begged Anna to tell them what had happened while they were inside, and Anna didn’t have the heart to refuse her request.

      Allie put her hand over her mouth when she heard about the possibility of poison. “And we dismissed him, thinking he was just being difficult.”

      “Don’t be so hard on yourself,” Drake said. “Uncle Chester complained about everything today. How were you supposed to know that he was for real this time?”

      “But still,” Allie said, “if we had called the paramedics sooner, he might still be alive.”

      “Seriously, Allie, Drake is right. If we called the paramedics every time Chester complained about something, he’d be in the hospital every day,” Nick said wryly.

      Jackson put his arm around Allie. “They’re right. This is nobody’s fault.”

      Anna looked around the yard. It was somebody’s fault. And she knew from experience that everyone at the party would be a person of interest.

      Allie and Jackson tried to comfort their guests, while Anna and Todd watched, unsure of what to do.

      Eliza and Dorothea came and stood beside them.

      “What an awful party this turned out to be,” Dorothea said.

      “I don’t believe we’ve officially met.” Anna extended her hand to Dorothea. “I’m Anna McBride, and this is Todd Devonshire.”

      “Dorothea,” the woman said.

      “We met earlier when I took one of Anna’s business cards for Bret’s graduation party in the spring,” Eliza explained to Dorothea. Then she turned toward Anna and Todd. “Dorothea and I are both friends of Violet’s.”

      “We both watched Allie grow up,” Dorothea said.

      “Allie’s parents passed away in a car accident five years ago, but when Allie was younger, she and her mother would visit Chester at his office from time to time,” Eliza added.

      “Poor Allie,” Anna said. “She lost her parents, and now her uncle.”

      “Allie always did everything she could to keep Chester in her life, even though he was, let’s say, challenging. Allie’s mother, Joy, was nothing like her brother, except in physical appearance. I think Allie enjoyed being with him because of the physical resemblance to her mother. And because her mother seemed to love him.”

      “And back then, Chester wasn’t quite as crabby,” Dorothea added. “I think it changed him when he lost his sister.”

      “You know, I think you’re right,” Eliza said. “I never thought of that, but now that you mention it, he did change after Joy died.”

      “Violet feels the same way,” Dorothea said. “I think she was always hoping he’d become more like his old self again one day.”

      Violet began sobbing again a few feet away, so the two women excused themselves. “We should get back to our friend,” Dorothea said.

      “Of course,” Anna said.

      Todd glanced around. “It feels a bit intrusive to be here.”

      “I agree, but Charlie told us not to leave until he could talk to us.”

      “I saw an oak tree out back with two turquoise Adirondack chairs underneath. Let’s wait over there,” Todd suggested.

      Anna and Todd walked toward the oak tree, which was ablaze with the colors of fall.

      Anna kicked up a pile of leaves while they walked. “Fallen leaves always make me feel like a little kid again.”

      Todd also kicked up a few leaves. “I know what you mean.”

      Anna couldn’t help but laugh. She had never seen him act like a kid.

      They sat in the Adirondack chairs and waited for Charlie.

      “Not that I’m trying to make a pitch for business,” Todd said, “but since we’re just sitting here, I was thinking. You might want to start investing some of your summer profits. I know you said that you would rather wait until after the slow season, but we could move a modest amount of your profits into a tax-deferred retirement account so you could avoid paying so many taxes. It would save you money in the long run.”

      Anna thought about Todd’s suggestion for a moment. “Thanks, Todd. What you’re saying makes a lot of sense, but I think I’ll wait until next year to do that. I’m a bit risk averse with my finances, and I still don’t know how much of those profits I’ll need to carry me through the spring. I don’t want to close the shop in January, because that wouldn’t be fair to my employees. But by next fall, I’ll be ready to start doing something like that.”

      “I understand,” Todd said. “You have to feel comfortable and ready before making a financial commitment like that.”

      Just as Anna and Todd were running out of things to talk about, Charlie came and sat on the grass in front of them.

      Todd stood up and offered his chair, but Charlie said he didn’t mind the grass.

      Anna and Todd relayed in detail everything that happened from the moment they arrived.

      “Someone had to have put the infected hot fudge onto Chester’s sundae, but who?” Anna asked.

      “Did either of you notice anybody tamper with Chester’s ice cream? Or even be alone with him?” Charlie asked.

      They both shook their heads.

      “We were busy serving all those guests. I honestly didn’t see a thing, Charlie. All I can tell you is that Allie and Jackson stood next to Todd and me greeting guests the whole time, so it couldn’t have been either of them. Chester’s wife, Violet was close by his side, but I do remember her talking with Jackson when we first arrived, so she wasn’t with him constantly. I wish we could be more helpful. Did the other guests see anything?”

      “Apparently, after Chester got his sundae, he went into the kitchen to get some water. Since the jar of fudge that you found was in the kitchen, it was likely then that the sundae was poisoned. That is, assuming the tests from your fudge come back negative. But since nobody else got sick, I’m assuming they will.”

      “There was a butler’s pantry attached to the kitchen, and it had a water cooler. Chester could have put down his sundae when he went into the pantry to get some water. Maybe that’s when the killer did it.”

      “None of the guests saw anyone else going into the kitchen with Chester?” Todd asked.

      “People were popping in and out of there, since the drinks were in the kitchen, but nobody noticed anyone tampering with Chester’s sundae. We’re still interviewing witnesses, but I have a feeling it won’t be that easy.”

      “I’m sorry we couldn’t be any more help,” Anna said.

      “I know where to find you if any other questions come up. And Todd, I’ll take your phone number, as well, in case I need to reach you.”

      “Of course,” Todd said, pulling out a business card from his wallet and handing it to Charlie. “My cell phone number is on there.”

      Anna and Todd said goodbye to Allie and Jackson before leaving. Anna and the young couple had already exchanged phone numbers because of the party, but Todd also did the same. “If there’s anything you need, please don’t hesitate to ask.”

      “That goes for me, too,” Anna said.

      Then, Anna and Todd drove back to Bella’s Dream.
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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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