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      Sunday

      

      Agatha Harley lounged back on the couch in her war room and studied Hank. He’d changed in the year she’d known him. The tight lines around his eyes and mouth had relaxed with retirement, and he looked content. The scar across his nose only added to the mystique that was Hank Davidson.

      “You know, that scar across your nose really gives you some character,” she said.

      “You saying I had no character before that outlaw clocked me in the face with his sawed-off?”

      Agatha chuckled. “Oh, no, honey. You’re full of character.”

      There was an ease sitting with Hank, listening to the rhythm of an afternoon April shower. Agatha pulled her socked feet onto the couch and tucked them beneath her. Hank stretched his long legs across the refurbished wooden floor until his feet rested beneath the glass coffee table.

      “You’ve been kind of quiet about it,” Hank said, “but are you doing okay with how things went down with the Rattlers last month?”

      “My heart says yes, but my head still gets trapped in the reality of seeing violence and death meted out so effortlessly. I guess writing about it and witnessing the end results of it have given me a hard edge. But actually being in the middle of it is a whole other issue.”

      “I can understand that. The differences between theory and reality.”

      Agatha twisted so she directly faced him and set her hands on his thigh. Agatha felt the heaviness in her chest and still debated whether or not to bring up something that had been bothering her

      “Can I ask you something?”

      “Sure,” he said. “As long as I don’t have to promise to answer.”

      “I don’t want to intrude, but I have to be honest.” She’d not slept well the last month, and unless she wanted to spend the next year a complete zombie, she needed to open up to Hank about her struggles.

      Hank placed his hand on top of hers. “Being honest is a good start. And I was only kidding about not answering. Ask me what you need to.”

      “I’m having a lot of trouble with the idea of us,” she blurted out.

      “Oh?” Hank asked.

      “I mean, ever since I saw you shoot those two bikers, I’ve not been able to stop thinking about it. And then I saw the ease at which you dropped Skinner, and it began to scare me a little.”

      “I’m sorry you had to see it at all. It’s a dirty business, but I’ve been the garbage man for decades. Our job is to do the things that others won’t or can’t. It’s not always an easy choice.”

      “I understand that,” she said. “But trash men don’t wallow in the junk.” She could feel the emotion start to bubble in her chest.

      “Wow, that’s pretty insulting,” he said, sitting up a little. “You think I enjoy the violence?”

      She chewed on her bottom lip and thought about the answer. “I don’t think you hate it. I could see into your soul when Tony Smith held that gun in your face. You didn’t care one way or the other if he pulled the trigger. How am I supposed to consider having a future with someone like that?” Tears trickled down her cheeks.

      Hank pushed up from the couch and paced across the living room. He opened his mouth to say something, but closed it again.

      “I, umm,” Hank said, trying to reply.

      “I’m sorry, Hank.”

      He nodded and grabbed the keys to his house from the antique table, and shoved through the front door without saying goodbye.

      Agatha curled up on the couch until the shadows of the late afternoon encroached upon her back porch. She didn’t mean for it to come out that way, but she’d expected Hank to respond differently. Honestly, she wasn’t sure how the words were going to come out, but once it began to flow, she couldn’t stop herself.

      It was harsh and disrespectful to a man who had only lived his life to serve others.

      She fumbled in the dimly lit living room to find her vibrating cell phone. Her heart began to pound. Maybe it was Hank. Maybe they could patch things up before it stewed any longer. She found the phone in between two overstuffed pillows.

      “Hello,” she said.

      “Hey, girl. What’s going down at the Harley household?”

      “Heather?”

      “Yep, I’m back.”

      “I didn’t know you were gone,” Agatha said, distracted.

      “Funny,” she said. “I’ve been a bit busy, but that isn’t what’s important. Did you and Hank have a fight? I saw him leaving your house mad as a cat that’s been thrown in bathwater.”

      “Not now, Heather,” Agatha said, rubbing her temples. “Can I call you back?”

      “No way, sister. I know this game. You have no plan to call me back, and I’m dying to know what’s going on with my favorite power couple.”

      Agatha wiped a tear that managed to roll about half way down her cheek. She wasn’t going to fall apart over this man. She’d suffered through enough of Heather’s dramatic moments to understand what an exercise in futility it was to vent.

      “Thanks, but I just can’t today. It was just a misunderstanding.”

      “Liar,” Heather said. “But if you want to talk about it I’ll be at the Taco and Waffle. I’ve heard Penny’s working there on Sunday nights and she likes to slip free drinks in with food orders.”

      Agatha rolled her eyes.

      “Then I’m definitely not going. I’ve had my fill of Penny and her snooping into my business.”

      “Between you and me, I heard she was hustling up to make cash to buy a place once her boyfriend returns home from the Army.”

      “Boyfriend?” Agatha asked.

      “Word is, she met a special forces soldier who’s still fighting in the Middle East. They met on the internet, but she’s head over heals in love with her war hero. Don’t know where he’s from. But, he’s agreed to move to Rusty Gun to be with her.”

      “Interesting.”

      “Looks like your Hammerin’ Hank Davidson isn’t going to be the only out-of-town hero living here.”

      “Maybe so. You know, Penny did ask me about buying or renting my house. I thought she was just being nosy. Who knows? Maybe she has found someone. Good for her.”

      “So, are you up to knocking a few back?” Heather asked. “I’ve got some juicy news to share.”

      Agatha sat up from the couch. It wasn’t seven o’clock yet and she hadn’t eaten since she and Hank grilled burgers at lunch. Against her better judgment, she agreed to go.

      “Okay, but just for a little while. Come pick me up,” Agatha said.

      “I’m in your driveway.”

      Agatha blew out a breath. “That’s kind of creepy. Give me five.”

      She dropped back on the couch, already wishing she could cancel, but Heather was relentless. She’d come in and drag her out by the hair if necessary. She groaned and got up from the couch, and her phone vibrated again.

      “I said give me five minutes,” she said.

      The line was quiet.

      “Hello?” she asked.

      No one answered, although she knew the line was connected. She listened for sound—breathing or evidence of a prank call—or maybe Hank still too upset to speak. Her call display showed an unknown caller signal.

      “Okay, last chance,” she said. “Hello.”

      Still nothing. Agatha looked at the phone and wondered why she was being so patient. It wasn’t like she received a ton of calls. Maybe that was it. The few calls she did get were from people she knew very well. Maybe one of them was in need. Or maybe there was another explanation.

      Her finger shook as she aimed for the End Call button. What if? What if it was him again? It had been over fifteen years since he’d been sent to prison. Would he be able to find her? What would he do if he did? The possibilities sent a cold frisson of fear down her spine.
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      Monday

      

      Early April was a beautiful time in central Texas. There were the typical rainy days, but it was nothing like the seasonal whims of Philadelphia. There were years when snow still covered the ground this time of year back home. Hank never thought he’d love to live anyplace but home, but he loved it here.

      He couldn’t leave the motorcycle sitting in the garage on such a perfect day, so he cranked it up and headed off to visit Sully just outside of Waxahachie. The former outlaw was still convalescing at a cousin’s trailer, and Hank was concerned his injuries from the beating he’d received needed medical attention.

      Hank also needed the saddle time to clear his thoughts about the conversation he and Agatha had the day before. He regretted walking out in anger. After he’d had the day to think through his actions, he realized he responded not in anger—well, maybe a little--but mostly because what she’d said hurt.

      Hank had accepted killing as a reality of his job. There were many occasions where it was kill or be killed. It was the very nature of the sort of criminals he hunted. The very worst of the worst serial killers who devalued the price of life as a simple means to satisfying their fix for death. There were only two ways out of a situation like that—capture them or kill them.

      In hindsight, maybe there was a satisfaction in saving the taxpayers millions of dollars in incarceration, court, and appeals processes. But the truth was, Hank only killed when it was a matter of life or death. What he’d done to the outlaws that night was completely different. His and Agatha’s lives were on the line, and if he hadn’t shown himself as top dog, they’d both be dead. Shooting those bikers with non-mortal wounds had gotten his point across.

      He remained haunted by the night his wife, Tammy, had been killed by The Bonekeeper. Hank felt deeply responsible for trying to take the notorious serial killer into custody with just the two of them. She’d been a great cop, but they hadn’t been enough. And it had cost her life. Hank never considered whether The Bonekeeper would have complied with surrender and arrest. Instead, Hank strangled him until he knew for sure the murderer was dead.

      Never once had he thought about handling the situation differently. The killer killed, so he was killed. But, was that Hank’s duty to serve as judge, jury and executioner? Agatha’s words stung. Not because they weren’t true, but possibly because they were the truth.

      Sure, Ratchet held him at bay with a double-barrel sawed-off shotgun, but Butcher was only armed with a club. Did he really have to be shot, even if it was in the foot?

      Hank shook his head to dismiss the thoughts. He still carried the bruises and stitches from the attack that night behind Reverend Graham’s Harley Davidson shop. The pain was a stark reminder that there was evil in the world—and yes, they’d deserved what they’d gotten.

      Hank down shifted the motorcycle as he entered the town limits of Rusty Gun. He spotted Deputy Karl Johnson walking across the street toward his mom’s restaurant, Bucky’s Brisket Basket.

      Karl waved and waited for him on the sidewalk, so Hank pulled into a parking spot and cut the engine.

      “Hey, man,” Hank said. “Big surprise seeing you here. I didn’t think your mom opened this early.”

      “She doesn’t, but mama said Penny’s had the brisket on the smoker all day, and it was okay to come over and grab a plate before I go on duty. Why don’t you join me? I hate eating alone.”

      Hank’s mouth watered. He’d never tasted better than Sheila Johnson’s brisket. She said the secret was in the dry rub she used.

      “You are one lucky fella,” Hank said. “You’ve got a great mom. I hope you let her know that.”

      “She’s the best,” Karl said. “It’s always been just me and her. She worked like a dog after my daddy left, and I never wanted for anything. I always thought she might find somebody to settle down with, but she said she’s married to the restaurant and that’s more than enough. Personally, I think things were so bad with my dad she probably never wants to deal with it again. I can’t say I blame her. I’m glad I have very few memories of him.”

      “Moms are special,” Hank said. “They love us no matter what.”

      Karl laughed. “That’s the truth, but I think she might be a little fed up with her baby boy right now.”

      Hank frowned. He didn’t like getting into anyone’s business, but Karl and Sheila were both his friends. “I’m sorry. I hope it’s nothing serious.”

      Karl sighed. “I’m kinda embarrassed to say.” Karl shoved his hands into the pockets of his khaki deputy’s uniform.

      “Son, I’m not here to judge you. I’m your friend, but I also respect your privacy.”

      “Mama found out that I was messing around with someone, and she’s not happy about it. At all.”

      “That’s tough. But you’re an adult, and I know you love your mom, but you’re a man now. She’s just trying to protect you, but ultimately what you do and who you do it with is your choice to make.”

      “It’s Heather Cartwright,” Karl said.

      “In that case, I completely agree with your mom,” Hank said. “Boy, are you crazy? That woman will chew you up and spit you out.”

      Karl looked dejected, and Hank couldn’t help but laugh. He squeezed Karl’s shoulder in support.

      “You’re not telling me anything I don’t know deep down,” Karl said. “I was just hoping you’d agree with me. I know I should’ve avoided her.”

      “Look, what I said still stands. It is your choice, but while you are free to jump out of a plane without a parachute, you should still think about the consequences before you leap. And if you do still chose to jump, know that those who love you will continue to love you whether you end up in the hospital or the grave.”

      “I guess mama was right,” Karl said. “Heather is the devil.”

      Hank couldn’t help but laugh again. “Your mother is very intuitive.”

      “I hate this town,” Karl said, his frustration evident. “There just aren’t many people like me.”

      “Black?”

      “No,” Karl said. “I don’t care about that. I mean young.”

      “What about Penny?”

      Karl rolled his eyes. “She’s nuts, but even she’s got a man. He’s some kind of military special forces dude who’s coming to live with her. I think they met on the Internet. I mean, come on. Even Penny can find love.”

      “Well, I’m not sure that’s considered love, but who knows,” Hank said. “I just hope she got that smoker ready so we can grab a few slices of brisket. It’s got my mouth watering.”

      He slapped Karl on the back as they moved toward the restaurant’s door.

      “Thanks for the advice,” Karl said.

      “Any time. And I mean that. Besides, you gave me a good laugh. I needed one.”

      Karl’s lips twitched.

      Hank had needed the laugh. The situation with Agatha had really gotten him down. He’d checked his cell phone numerous times, but knew her well enough to know she wasn’t the text and make up kind of girl.

      Karl had a key to the restaurant and unlocked it. When he opened it the most wonderful smell assaulted his senses. As soon as they were inside Karl locked it again.

      “Penny,” Karl called out. “It’s Karl, and I’ve got Hank with me. Just grabbing a quick plate before shift.”

      Hank walked over to the counter and sat on a stool. He grabbed a napkin from the metal napkin holder and wiped a bit of road grime from his face.

      “Three pointer,” he said, tossing the wadded up napkin in a perfect arc toward the trashcan. It hit the rim and then bounced off onto the floor.

      “You better pick that up, man. My mama will skin you,” Karl said, teasing.

      “Your mama will skin Penny if she’s left this meat smoker unattended. Where is that girl?”

      Karl looked back in the kitchen, and then looked back at Hank through the server’s window and shrugged.

      “Penny, you here?” Karl asked, growing impatient.

      “Maybe she’s in the bathroom,” Hank said.

      “Nope, it’s empty. I told mama not to hire her, but she always sees the good in others.”

      “Maybe her new man came to town early. I’ve never seen Penny not show up for work. She’s nuts, but she works hard.”

      Hank went around the counter to grab the napkin that had fallen on the floor. It had bounced beneath the sink, but he knew how meticulous Sheila was about her restaurant being spotless, so he knelt down to get it. He saw something dark and wet on the floor, probably barbecue sauce, and he used the napkin to clean it up. But when he looked at the napkin it wasn’t barbecue sauce. It was bright crimson. And fresh

      “I think we might have a problem here,” he called out to Karl.

      “I think we do,” Karl said. “Penny’s dead.”
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      Hank stood inside the restaurant and watched as Karl strung police caution tape around the outside. He knew by Karl’s response that Penny was the first dead body he’d ever seen. It wasn’t like murder was an everyday occurrence in Rusty Gun.

      Sheriff Reggie Coil stood outside, and Hank could tell Karl was doing his best to brief him on what they’d discovered. He also knew Coil cared about his team, and was giving Karl the one-on-one to process the trauma. It was better to talk it through than to allow it to stew in your head for too long. Unaddressed thoughts could become toxic.

      Hank had guided Karl in securing the crime scene until Coil arrived. Coil had just returned from Austin where he’d had his final deposition from the state’s law enforcement ethics commission.

      During the case last month where Coil’s former partner, Tony Smith, aka Axle, tried killing him and his family for a long-lost treasure, it was discovered that Coil had purposefully kept quiet about two murders in which Smith had confessed to him. As part of Smith’s plan to control Coil, he’d backed him into an ethical corner by only telling him enough to suspect there were murders, but not enough to corroborate the information.

      Hank unlocked the doors for Coil and let him inside. Karl chose to stay outside and keep the curious away.

      “Can I ask how it went?” Hank asked.

      Coil walked past him to get beyond the big, glass windows and the dozen or so curious onlookers.

      “Well, I’m here aren’t I?”

      Hank wanted to congratulate him, but Coil didn’t seem as excited as he should be. “They made the right call. I’m just glad you can put it behind you.”

      “Well, it isn’t totally behind me. The ethics commission has placed me on a one year probation. I gotta take a few executive management courses out of Dallas.”

      “That’s not too bad. You like Dallas.”

      “And, they’ve referred my case over to the State Attorney General to review for prosecution.”

      “Whoa,” Hank said. No wonder Coil didn’t look like he’d received good news. “Ava Grace O’Brien?”

      “Yep.”

      Ava Grace O’Brien was a no-nonsense corruption fighter who never apologized for bringing the corrupt ones to justice. No matter how powerful they were. Of course, that had made her lots of enemies, but the public loved her. And there was nothing she liked better than putting away dirty cops.

      When Hank had been stuck between a rock and a hard place with the Texas Rangers, Agatha had given him Ava’s contact information in case he needed an attorney. He’d found out later that Agatha and Ava had been roommates at TCU. Hank had once threatened to turn Coil over to her if he didn’t come clean about the gold and the Lone Star Rattlers outlaw motorcycle club. But he only had access to O’Brien through Agatha. It was an ace-in-the-hole that might be needed.

      “It’ll be okay,” Coil said, but he didn’t seem too convinced. “Seems every witness but me is either dead or an outlaw.”

      “Then how about we solve this case to take your mind off it. I’m sure y’all don’t get fresh murders everyday around here. She was Karl’s first body.”

      “He tried briefing me outside, but he was too shaken up. He’ll make for a great deputy one day, but today’s not that day.”

      He and Coil had been through violent deaths enough to know how to cope. Cops either got through it with gallows humor or just by shutting everything off and becoming numb. Hank had never worked a murder with Coil, but the cold, empty look in his eyes showed there was no humor in his defenses.

      “Run it down for me,” Coil said. He stood in the middle of the restaurant, hands on hips, soaking in the scene.

      “According to Sheila, Penny came in about six this morning to get the meat on the smoker so it’d be ready by supper. Once she did that she went to work the morning shift at the café, and she was back here by ten o’clock or so. I was heading back into town after a ride and saw Karl as I rode through.

      “He said Sheila told him it was okay to grab a plate of brisket before he started his shift, and he invited me to join him. That was around three o’clock. Karl unlocked the front door and we came in. He called out for Penny, but she didn’t answer.”

      “You sure he had to unlock the door?” Coil asked.

      “Yeah, he unlocked the door. And then he locked it behind us.” Hank realized he was more a witness right now than a cop.

      “Which means Penny knew whoever it was because she let them in and then locked the door behind her.”

      “Possibly,” Hank said. “Or maybe they’ve been hiding out since last night.”

      “You ever in here when Sheila locks up?” Coil asked.

      Hank thought about it. Sheila was thorough. She’d have known if someone was in her place. “I guess you’re right. Okay, so Penny knows her killer and unlocks the door to let them in. The body is in the walk-in cooler.”

      “I don’t want to see her right now. I’d like to get a feel for how things played out before getting involved in the evidence.”

      “It’s okay to call her by name,” Hank said, a little aggravated at Coil’s attitude. “Calling her evidence doesn’t mean you’re not going to recognize her when we walk in there.”

      “Right now, Hank, that body in there is evidence.”

      “One thing I learned after almost three decades on the job and enough dead bodies to drown in was that there’s always room for compassion. Whether you know the victim or not. It’s what allows us to keep our humanity.

      Coil took a step closer to Hank, and Hank glowered down at him. He wouldn’t be intimidated by the likes of Coil. Friend or not.

      “Or maybe compassion is a weakness that drove you away from the job. I can’t afford to get emotional about this. I’m sorry if I won’t shed tears today, but the best thing I can do for her is to keep my feelings in check until we catch the SOB who killed her.”

      Hank wasn’t sure how to respond to that. It was true, every word of it was true, but it didn’t mean he agreed with it. If he was going to work side-by-side with Coil on this case, he’d have to reconcile the differences in their approach. What Hank knew they did agree on was that whoever killed Penny was skilled at the art of killing.

      “I guess I wrongly assumed we were working this case together, but I see I’m no more than a witness to the crime.”

      Coil turned away. His gaze lingered toward the rear of the restaurant where he was told Penny’s body lay. Rusty Gun was a small town, and Hank knew everyone was either connected by blood or friendship.

      Hank locked his hands behind his back and recited the rest of his witness testimony. “Like I said before, Penny didn’t respond when we called out. I tossed a napkin toward the garbage can but it hit the rim and fell to the floor. When I walked around behind the counter to throw it away, I noticed something on the floor. When I wiped it up with the napkin I could see it was blood. Karl had found Penny at that point and called out to me.

      “We drew our weapons and cleared the rest of the building. We didn’t touch or disturb anything, other than the blood I cleaned up. And Karl checked for Penny’s pulse. We secured the scene and waited for you to arrive.”

      Coil tugged a pair of plastic hospital gloves over his large, calloused hands, “Sorry for jumping on you. I guess I’m upset knowing that O’Brien is looking over my case. I’ve known people she’s gone after just to make a name for herself. It didn’t matter if guilty or not, what people notice are the headlines. It can kill a sheriff like me to be dragged through the media. I’ve got an election next year.”

      “I can’t imagine. I’ve never been an elected official but I know what it’s like to be crucified by the media. Best advice I can give you is to say nothing beyond it being an active situation and your attorney has told you not to comment.”

      “Understood,” Coil said. “Let’s go see Penny.”

      Coil handed Hank a pair of booties to slip over his boots. They helped prevent crime scene contamination and possibly destroying shoe print evidence. They were also very handy for keeping your own shoes clean and not carrying anything from the scene back into your own home.

      The cooler door was still open, just like Karl had found it. The six-by-eight-foot galvanized steel container was created for maintaining items at a constant and steady state of storage.

      Hank checked the external thermometer to see that the temperature had remained at the optimum for meat storage at thirty-eight degrees. A vapor proof light allowed them to see the cooler’s contents clearly. Penny’s body was purposefully posed in the far corner.

      If Hank hadn’t checked earlier, it might’ve appeared that Penny was just taking a nap on a stack of vegetable boxes. But, once they moved closer, it was clear that a razor-sharp blade had been cleanly pulled across her throat.

      Coil switched on his flashlight to get a closer look. She’d been cleaned up after her death, but it didn’t look like she put up a struggle. He moved within inches of Penny’s right shoulder.

      “Look at that,” Hank said. “Looks like a branding.”

      “What do you mean?” Coil moved in to take a closer look.

      “A lot of times killers, especially serial killers, like to mark their property or take a trophy. This is an impersonal space, so it’s unlikely he took a souvenir from here. But he left his mark.”

      “He?” Coil asked.

      “I’m just offering a theory,” Hank said cautiously as to not step on Coil’s official toes. “But Penny unlocked the door for someone she knew. She also allowed someone to come up very close behind her. That’s an act of intimacy and trust. I’ve not known or heard Penny was into women, so I would assume it was a man. And there’s been talk around town that she’s involved with some guy she met online.”

      “We’ll wait for autopsy but COD looks pretty cut and dried. The slice runs from her left side and turns up as it fades out on the right side of her throat. Indicates that the killer was taller than she was and right handed.”

      Hank imitated the slicing gesture. “Or that Penny was on her knees and the killer stood above her.”

      “Good point,” Coil said. “I’ve got Lieutenant Maria Rodriguez coming from home to photograph and begin processing the crime scene. Also, the county coroner is coming to claim the body.”

      “Does Rodriguez need any help?” Hank offered.

      “No, thanks. I sent her to a crime scene investigations class at the Garland Police Department. There was a senior CSI I knew there that said she was a natural. I told Jim that he’d better not dare try to steal her away from my office.”

      “You think Karl will be okay?” Hank asked

      “Yep. He’ll help Maria. Keeping busy will be good for him, and it’ll give him some much needed reality. He’ll be better for the experience.”

      “Mind if I snap a picture of that marking on her shoulder?” Hank asked. “I want to compare it to past cases where brandings were left.”

      “Sure,” Coil said. “She’s all yours. And I mean that literally. If I get suspended pending the outcome of an investigation, I’ve appointed you as the interim sheriff.”

      “What?” Hank asked.

      “I could’ve sworn I told you,” he said, grinning.

      “Nope, but you’d sure better keep yourself unsuspended. I’m retired.”

      “Yeah,” Coil said, eyeing Hank crouched over the body. “I can see that.”
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      At midnight, the sheriff’s office was still bursting with activity. Coil had called deputies in from surrounding counties to help solve the case. Hank remembered this part of the job. The constant push and surge of energy to track a killer. At least until you dropped from exhaustion, and he was exhausted. He and Coil had met with Penny’s family earlier to deliver the official death notification.

      “We’re going to have to call it a night,” Coil said.

      “Is there anything new?” Lieutenant Rodriguez asked. She’d spent the day at the state crime lab to submit the very little physical evidence recovered from the scene. It was one of the cleanest things she’d ever processed.

      Coil walked over to a wall-length dry erase board. “Not really, but we have eliminated a few angles. The blood on the napkin did indeed belong to Penny. The coroner also confirmed that cause of death was the single slice across her throat. And, she confirmed the cut as left to right, indicating a right-handed assailant and taller than Penny by several inches.”

      “Based on our analysis,” Rodriguez said, “There were enough high-velocity spatters to indicate the drop of blood fell from a height consistent with victim and assailant both standing.”

      “If she would have been kneeling,” Hank cut in, “Then we can assume she was forced to do so, which should’ve been accompanied by defensive wounds. There were absolutely none of those.”

      “What about the brand on her shoulder?” Karl asked.

      “That’s something we’ve made no progress on,” Coil said. “Our state crime lab has no references to that type of marking being used in like crimes. They’ve sent off high-resolution images to the FBI lab and their Behavioral Sciences Unit for profile comparisons. Hank also has close ties to the Bureau and expects to hear back soon.” Coil turned so he could address everyone in the room. “I’ve said it before, but I’ll say it again. The information about the branding is highly classified. We do not want that getting out to the public or the press. Am I clear?”

      There was a resounding, “Yes, sir,” in response.

      Coil paced back and forth in the confined space. Hank recognized the pressure and the pain he was under. This was a very close community, murder rarely ever happened.

      “It also looks like the killer took off with Penny’s keys. They were nowhere onsite, and the front and back door required a key to lock them. Both were locked.”

      “Was her car stolen?” Karl asked.

      “No, it’s still in the parking lot out back. We secured a search warrant to look in it, and found nothing but cluttered papers and bills,” Coil said.

      “How about her trailer?” Deputy Joe Springer asked.

      Hank thought Springer’s comment odd considering Springer was at Penny’s trailer when the search warrant was executed.

      Deputy Joe Springer was Bell County’s version of the journeyman cop. He’d bounced from agency to agency with some sort of scandal or dark cloud of allegation following behind him. Nothing ever serious enough for him to be fired or arrested, but just tainted enough to wear out his welcome and intuitive enough to know when to say adios before he was asked to leave.

      Known as Irish Springer by his friends, Joe looked every bit his native ancestry. A tight shock of red curls framed his pale, freckled face. His eyes were a fierce green that could be guileless enough to make you trust him instantly.

      Joe was a wild card, but when he put his mind to it, he was an experienced and solid cop. Of course, the trick was getting him to always put his mind to it.

      “What do you mean?” Coil asked him.

      “Did you find anything there, or was anything missing?” Springer asked.

      “I don’t know. It’s hard to tell without knowing what was in there to begin with.”

      “I’ve heard she hooked up with some guy online,” Springer said. “Some war hero coming back from Afghanistan. Last time I saw her at the diner she said he’d be moving in with her. Seems it might be worth checking her computer. Maybe he’s our guy.”

      Hank bit his tongue, but he and Coil exchanged a quick glance. At least they were on the same page.

      “We did find a computer,” Rodriguez said.

      “I’m surprised,” Springer said. He went to the coffee pot and filled a Styrofoam cup to the brim.

      Hank watched Springer’s motions and replayed his questions back in his mind. There was more going on inside that brain than police work. Hank leaned back in his chair and crossed one boot over the other.

      “When’s the last time you slept with Penny?” Hank asked Springer.

      Springer’s coffee splashed on his hand and he swore. “Screw you, old man.”

      “I beg your pardon?” Hank asked, narrowing his eyes.

      “I don’t know who you are or why you’re here, but you’re not going to disrespect me like that.”

      Hank figured the best thing to do was let Coil deal with his men, so he just sat back and watched. Coil took the dry erase marker and flung it across the room so it hit Springer in the back of the head.

      “Zip it, deputy, or your next assignment will be scraping cow patties off the road. Since you’re not a complete idiot, just process of elimination should tell you if he’s in this room, then he’s a cop. Or we can all wait while you do a Google search for Hank Davidson and see how many serial killers he’s tracked.”

      “Whatever,” Springer said, scowling at Hank. “I don’t need this stupid job anyway.” He began to remove his badge from his uniform shirt.

      “Fine with me,” Coil said. “But if you think you’re going anywhere without answering his question you can think again. If you think one person in here will protest to see you spend a night behind bars then I think you’ll be surprised. Now sit down and answer the question, or I promise your life will be hell.”

      Springer’s face flushed beet red and Hank wondered if the kid was going to go for Coil’s throat. He’d never seen a cop with that much built up resentment and anger. He didn’t know how he’d passed the psych evaluations.

      “I don’t even know what he asked,” Springer said, smirking.

      Hank stood and walked slowly until he was directly in front of Springer, forcing Springer to look up at him.

      “When was the last time you slept with Penny? And let me be more specific. When was the last time you slept with her at her house?”

      “You mean that rat’s nest?” Springer asked, scoffing.

      “You obviously didn’t mind at the time. So I’ll ask one last time.”

      “Or what?” Springer challenged Hank.

      “Or I’ll have you cuffed and booked as a suspect in Penny’s murder,” Coil said. “Please, just try me.”

      Springer looked like he was finally starting to get the picture that there was no one there to back him up.

      “Look,” he said, shrugging. “It was nothing. She cut it off when she hooked up with the new guy. No big deal.”

      “Were you jealous? Maybe a little angry?” Hank pressed.

      The look in Springer’s eyes was hard. “I ain’t jealous of nobody. I served my time overseas. I was regular Army, but combat. I wasn’t no SF, but the stuff that guy was telling her didn’t make sense. I do know enough about special forces to know he wasn’t part of them. I doubt he was even in the Middle East.”

      “What was his name?” Hank asked

      “You think I asked? She said I was out, so I bailed. I’m trying to fix my marriage. I don’t have time for that trailer trash.”

      “You disrespectful, jerk,” shouted Karl.

      He pushed past Rodriguez and around a table as he steamed toward Springer. Hank saw the emotions of a young man who cared about victims, and who was still reeling from the exposure to death earlier in the day.

      “As good as it would feel, it’s not worth it, son,” Hank said calmly as he stepped in Karl’s path.

      “Springer,” Coil called out.

      “What?”

      “You still haven’t answered the question.”

      “A week ago.”

      “Now that wasn’t too hard, was it?” Coil asked.

      “It’s no one’s business,” Springer said.

      “An innocent woman is dead. Don’t you think it’s our business if you’ve been sleeping with her and know something about a mystery man? Are you that dense or just that ashamed for running around on your wife?” Coil admonished him.

      “I guess you’ll be taking my statement as a civilian, because I quit.”

      Coil just laughed. True genuine laughter in the face of all that anger. “Hold on there, Joe. I know quitting has been your MO since you joined up with Houston PD. Unlike the others you’ve worked for, I think you have a smidge of talent for this job. But you have a hot head and get fleet feet when a flame is turned up under you. I’m not going to allow you to quit. I’m going to expect you to stand up for that oath you took and stop acting like a baby. You’re embarrassing everyone in here who’s ever pinned on the badge. Suck it up and do the job.”

      “What?” Springer asked.

      “What?” Karl said at the same time.

      Hank could understand where they were coming from. Maybe Coil was just sleep deprived. That kid was nothing but trouble.

      Several emotions flitted across Springer’s face. Embarrassment and pride, but also gratitude. Had no one ever believed in the kid before? He’d served his country. But what had he come home to?

      Without saying a word, Springer took his badge and pinned it back on.

      “What makes you think the guy wasn’t in the military?” Hank asked him.

      “Everything he told her about rank structure, training, and locations was wrong. It sounded more like police rank, but not military structure. And the training he claimed to have is stuff you get off the internet. The things he was saying were a mix SEAL, Ranger, and Raider training. It just doesn’t happen like that. Everyone is very specialized in the way they do things.”

      “That’s a great place to start,” Hank said.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

        

      

    

    
      Tuesday

      April showers might have brought May flowers, but in Rusty Gun, the rain was rare and the flowers had to rely on a water hose. But they’d had a stretch of rainy days, which she was always grateful for because those were great writing days.

      Agatha reluctantly spent an hour on the treadmill in her sunroom. Even throughout the winter, she barely defaulted to the indoor trainer. She was an outdoor runner, no matter the weather. But today was different.

      It wasn’t as much the weather as it was a general feeling of gloom. She’d run in the rain before. Two days had passed since Hank walked out. She knew she’d hurt him, but apologies weren’t on her to-do list. Besides, she’d only told him what was on her heart. If they were going to have a relationship, she should be able to tell him what she’s feeling. Otherwise, what was the point.

      Coil had reached out the night before about Penny’s murder. She felt guilty because it wasn’t a secret that Penny wasn’t her favorite person, but never in a million years would she wish something so horrible on anyone. She was also hurt, and maybe a little angry, that Hank hadn’t bothered to give her a heads up.

      It was only eight-fifteen and though she told Coil she’d meet him at his office by ten, there was no way she could sit on her thumbs all morning. Besides, she understood how precious time was. She’d been officially commissioned as a technical consultant on the case. Volunteered of course. Seems Penny’s laptop was giving the boys a tough time, and before Coil sent it off to the crime lab’s computer forensics unit, he wanted to have her take a crack at it.

      Agatha went for the casual look just in case Hank was there. She didn’t want him to get the wrong idea that she was trying to dress up for him. Hank didn’t go for that anyway. He always appreciated her for who she was.

      She wore a pair of khaki cargo pants and a long-sleeve, collared t-shirt in olive green. She laced up her water-resistant boots, and then put on her yellow rain coat to help break up the drab colors.

      Agatha steeled her nerves and snatched her keys off the table. Hank or no Hank, she was going in to do a job. She jerked her front door open and crinkled up her nose at the booming thunder and vicious cracks of lightening. Quickly, she peeked across the street to Hank’s house, but wasn’t able to tell if his BMW was parked in the garage.

      “it’s just water,” she said. “Let’s do this.”

      She hopped down her three concrete steps, and cut a quick left toward her driveway. She didn’t have the luxury of a garage like Hank did. Well, actually, she did have a garage, but it was stuffed with her parent’s stuff. Since their deaths, she hadn’t been able to dispose of or donate anything that reminded her of them. Which was pretty much everything. She’d managed over the years to make the house her own, putting their furniture in storage when the garage could hold no more, and she’d had the floors redone and the rooms repainted. It wasn’t the same house she’d grown up in. But the memories were still there.

      She hit the unlock button on her key fob and opened the door to her Jeep, hiking herself into the seat while dripping wet.

      Something didn’t feel right in the car. There was a whistling sound and there was too much noise.

      “What the heck?”

      Agatha threw off her seatbelt and got up on her knees to look in the back seat. The rear panel of the passenger side rambler seat was torn wide open. The rain had poured into the interior all night and there was standing water along the floorboards. She could pull the plugs to drain the water, but the matts, and the boxes of books she’d planned to donate to the local book store were ruined.

      She looked for a downed tree or some debris in the storm that had penetrated the rugged, see-through plastic. But there was nothing visible. There was no use trying to tape it up with a plastic bag while it was raining, and the car couldn’t get any wetter, so she started it up and backed out of her driveway. Thank goodness she was driving a Jeep and not something like Hank’s BMW.

      She drove to the sheriff’s office as fast as she could, but high water on the roads and the downpour made everything move slowly. It just didn’t make sense about the Jeep being torn up that way. The only way it could have happened was if someone did it on purpose. Maybe some kids messing around.

      Coil had texted her to park around back beneath the patio. She smiled for two reasons as she eased next to his Coil’s truck. She was grateful the Jeep would be protected, and she noticed Hank’s Beemer parked in the front with water halfway up the wheels. Sure, it was petty, but it had been two days without a text or call. He deserved to get a little wet.

      She buzzed the back door, and Coil opened it up for her.

      “Hey, Agatha. Thanks for coming in so early.” Coil handed her a cup of hot tea just how she liked it, and she thanked him.

      “I’ve been up hours,” she said, warming her hands on the hot mug. “I just couldn’t sit around the house knowing there was work to be done.”

      “I appreciate it. We’ve all been at it through the night, but this laptop is beyond us.”

      Agatha casually looked around the sheriff’s office. It wasn’t a big space, and she knew Hank was around somewhere. She sensed him. She thought about asking Coil where he’d gone, but she didn’t want to seem worried just in case Hank had told them there was tension.

      “I got you set up in my office. It’s about the only place halfway clean and quiet,” Coil said, opening the door.

      “You still got that gold in here?” she asked, laughing.

      “Unfortunately,” he said.

      “No way. What’s the hold up?”

      “Seems everybody is fighting over it. Meanwhile, it remains in my custody. Lucky me.”

      “Aren’t you worried?”

      Agatha settled herself behind his desk. She slid the laptop over and powered it up.

      “Have you seen that vault? Only three of us know where it is. Hank’s too dang big to get in there, and I suppose you’d prefer to avoid the spiders.”

      “Spiders?” she asked.

      Coil’s green eyes gleaned in taunting delight as he held his index fingers about four inches apart.

      “Big ones

      “Do they come out…” she swallowed hard. “Can they get out?”

      He smiled. “No, I’m just kidding. Don’t need to get you distracted. I really think our killer is inside this stubborn thing. Penny met a guy online. Told her he was military, but his stories didn’t add up. We want to look at him hard. I wanted you to peek before I sent it off to Austin.”

      Coil sipped on his bottle of water.

      “You’re drinking water?” she asked. “I’ve never seen you drink water.”

      “I’m burnt out on coffee. I need the cleanse.” There were dark circles under his eyes, and she could tell he hadn’t slept.

      “What am I looking for?” she asked.

      The screen lit up and asked for a password.

      “She taped it in the corner,” Coil said. “Sometimes being not too bright is a good thing.”

      “I gotta know,” Agatha said, looking up. “Was it bad? I’ve been hearing rumors about her head severed from the body and all sorts of wild things. I need to know what I’m walking into. I might not have liked her personally, but I’ve still known her all her life.”

      “One slice across her throat. Very clean. Very disturbingly professional.”

      “Ever seen anything like that before?” Agatha asked.

      “Never, but I don’t have the experience in murder like Hank does, and…”

      “It’s the cleanest thing I’ve ever seen,” Hank said from the doorway.

      Agatha’s head jerked to look at him, and she found herself tongue-tied. It was good to see him. They’d rarely gone a day apart since Christmas. He was wearing jeans and a rumpled shirt, and there were circles under the circles beneath his eyes.

      “Hank,” she said, finally acknowledging him.

      “Hello, Agatha.” And then he came into the room and sat on the corner of the desk.

      She narrowed her eyes. Two could play this game. If he was going to act like there was nothing between them, then she could do the same.

      Coil’s eyes widened and he took a step back. “Well, I’m going to get out of this room as fast as I can. Call me if you need me.”

      Coil closed the door behind him.

      “So he called you in, huh?” Hank asked. “This is big. Make sure you know what you’re getting yourself into.”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “I mean this is an active case, and once you log into that computer, you have become a link in the chain of custody. When an arrest is made, your name becomes part of the trial. This isn’t just snooping around old crime scenes, and whoever killed Penny isn’t some amateur.”

      Agatha laid her hand over the lid of the laptop and slowly pressed it closed.

      “Smart move,” Hank said, smirking a little.

      Agatha stood up and walked past him, brushing his knee with her hip. She smiled when she heard him suck in a breath.

      “I’m just going to refill my tea.”
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      Coil called the team together just before lunch. He’d ordered food trays from the local grocery, and knew a working lunch was necessary to keep the momentum going.

      Agatha felt a little guilty because she’d actually gotten a few hours of sleep before being called into the case. The others hadn’t seen sleep since Monday afternoon.

      She sat in a far corner and watched the frenzy, nibbling on her sandwich. She still felt out of sorts and unsure why Coil had requested her in the first place. She wasn’t a computer tech geek, and it sure wasn’t one of her typical cold cases where she had the time to meticulously examine evidence at her own pace. This was a very fluid and immediate need to catch a killer—a very skilled and dangerous killer.

      But the white elephant in the room was Hank Davidson. Forty-eight hours earlier they’d been embraced in each other’s arms. Forty-six hours ago, they’d had an emotional exchange that now forced them to sit across the room and pretend to ignore each other.

      She knew the importance of not interfering with Hank while he was in the zone. The investigation had about another twenty-four hours before the case began to run cold and clues, witnesses, and leads collapsed. This would be no time for personal issues to arise. This was about finding Penny’s killer.

      Agatha tossed the remainder of her sandwich and hurried back to Coil’s office, but her mind was on Hank. It still made no sense what had happened, but that was the reality of two strong willed people colliding over personal beliefs.

      “You find anything?” Coil asked as he stuck his head in.

      “I’m in her social media accounts. She’s bragging about her man to friends, but other than shadowed images in uniform, there are no clear images of the mystery man.”

      “Springer doubts his military service, but thinks he could be a cop. Let me know if there’s anything we can show him for confirmation either way.”

      “Will do.” Agatha popped open a master search function and stared at the screen.

      “How long did you say that she and this guy had been chatting?” she asked.

      “Not sure, but I assumed a few weeks.” Coil moved into the room and closed the door. “Why?”

      Agatha felt a shortness of breath as she scrolled through the messages. She didn’t even realize she was touching the left side of her chest, and her fingers rubbed the raised scar.

      “Talk to me, Agatha,” Coil said. “You don’t look so well.”

      “They’ve been chatting about a year,” she said. “She’s spread the dirt on everyone in this town to this guy.” Her breath was coming in shorted pants and she knew she had to get control of herself.

      “Like what?” he asked. “Small town gossip?”

      “No, like all of my personal business.”

      “Not following.”

      She felt sick. Penny had betrayed everyone. But mostly her. Why her?

      “Penny was being duped.” Agatha’s voice was hoarse. “All this guy cared about was information and she fed it right to him. Whoever her mystery man is, he has more of a fascination with Rusty Gun than he did with Penny. He never asks about her. When she tries to tell him things he cuts her off. I don’t know if he’s planning to do something, or just getting a very detailed idea of the town before moving here.”

      “Is that so bad? Look at Hank. He just up and moved without a place to stay or an idea what a one-horse town this was.”

      “This is different. I’m seeing a pattern in his lines of questioning.”

      “Should I get Hank involved?”

      “No,” she said, louder than she should have.

      “Okay, okay.” Coil raised his hands in submission.

      “This guy asks Penny meaningless stuff about the people and the area, and then asks a specific question about me. Every time.”

      “He’s camouflaging.”

      “Yes, but she doesn’t realize it. He even instructs her to do things. Look,” She pointed to the screen, “About a year ago, he told her to ask for my autograph and send the book to him.”

      “Maybe a big fan?” Coil asked.

      “No, this guy is way out of bounds.”

      “What are the most recent messages? Is he focusing on you right before he kills her? Maybe she caught on and got jealous or threatened to stop sharing information,” Coil suggested.

      “He killed her?” Agatha caught onto what he’d said.

      “If.”

      “I think I’m going to be sick.” She pressed her hand over her mouth and closed her eyes.

      “Enough of you and Hank’s spat interfering in this case. I’m calling him in on this,” Coil said sternly as he stood to open the office door.

      “But, he was the one wh…” she said, trying to defend herself.

      Hank jogged over, his face twisted in a concerned scowl.

      “What’s going on?”

      Agatha felt a sense of security with his presence. The intensity of his question assured her that neither fatigue or personal disagreement would deter him from protecting her.

      “Agatha has run across something we all need to be aware of. Seems Penny’s mystery man was no more than a stalker using her for information about Rusty Gun. But mostly about Agatha.”

      “His questions grow more specific about me over the last three weeks. He’s even directing her to ask about buying or renting my house.”

      Hank slipped across the threshold and pushed the door shut behind him.

      “How’d he know about that?” he snarled.

      Agatha pressed against her temple to combat the drum in her head. The more she read, the more reality overwhelmed her. She’d suffered through college because of a stalker who’d almost killed her. She’d left TCU and moved back home because the Fort Worth Police were unable to stop him.

      Back then she was a naïve college student who was betrayed by someone she trusted. Her college religion professor felt it was okay to pursue her sexually. When she’d rejected his advances, he decided she’d pay for the rejection.

      Agatha tried her best to maintain her grades while looking over her shoulder at every ring of the bell or corner of the campus. Every safety net put in place failed, and it was ultimately up to her to fight for her own life during a late-night attack inside her off-campus apartment.

      This was turning out to be the same type of scenario. She’d trusted Penny. Heck, she even spent time with her last Thanksgiving because her grandfather had been murdered by the Santa Serial Killer, Ellie Belle. Yet here she was, again betrayed by an insider. Except she was no longer a naïve college girl.

      “Okay, let’s see what you got,” Hank said. He had a way of speaking with authority that made her feel like he would handle it and everything would be okay.

      Agatha kept a firm grip on the laptop.

      “Seriously?” Hank asked.

      “Agatha,” Coil said. “Please don’t take this the wrong way, but this isn’t some cold case, or a book report. Penny’s laptop has got to leave here in a few hours on its way to the geek lab and I’ve got a very skilled killer to catch. I love you and Hank both as friends, but whatever is going on between y’all is none of my business. And as Sheriff, I cannot allow it to interfere in this investigation.”

      Agatha knew he was right. But that didn’t stop her from becoming even more angry. It had suddenly become too much. She’d never resolved her fear from what happened in that apartment years ago. And although she’d fought for her life and won it back that night, a huge part of her was left on that apartment floor.

      “Here,” she shoved the laptop across the desk. “I’ve gotta get my rear window fixed anyway.”

      “Somebody busted your window?” Coil asked.

      Hank ignored her comment while he buried his face in Penny’s computer. It aggravated her, but she knew her emotions were running too high. Her past had bubbled just below the surface and it was time to exit before she exploded.

      “I think it was the storm,” she said.

      Coil’s cell buzzed and he grabbed it, holding up a finger while his eyes read the screen.

      “You okay?” she asked.

      Hank’s head popped up at the question.

      “Seems like more than your Jeep’s window is busted. My deputies are heading to your house right now. We got an intruder alert,” Coil said, opening the office door.

      “But I didn’t receive a notice from the monitoring company,” she said, but Coil and Hank had already disappeared.
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      “Thanks for waiting outside until we got your house cleared,” Coil told her softly.

      Hank had waited with her in Coil’s truck. The rain was still coming down in sheets, and it didn’t look to be stopping anytime soon.

      “What’s it look like?” Hank asked.

      Coil wiped his face with his sleeve. The mixture of rain and sweat from the quick search of her house and property still had him panting for breath.

      “It’s the darnedest thing. Someone was definitely in your home. I don’t know if anything is missing, so you’ll have to tell us that or not. But there isn’t a trace. That window is smashed in around back, but looks like it was done on purpose.”

      “On purpose?” Hank asked.

      “With all this rain and muck, there’s not a drop of moisture or mud anywhere in there except ours. And we came in on the driveway and sidewalk.”

      “Ghost,” Hank whispered. They were all snug inside Coil’s Dodge Ram, and despite the heat being on, Agatha couldn’t stop shivering.

      “What the heck is going on here?” Agatha asked, her voice sharp.

      “This isn’t some random fan gone over the edge. If Penny’s killer is special forces, we’ve got a highly skilled assassin on our hands,” Hank explained.

      “This is all you, Hank. We’ll take your lead.” Coil turned on the defrost to clear the steamy windows.

      Agatha raised her brows at Coil.

      “Whoa, what do you mean it’s all him? Can’t you protect me?”

      “Agatha, I come from an undercover world of drug lords and street dealers. This is another realm that Hank has dealt with. It’s rare, but I know he’s profiled it.”

      “What do you mean Ghost?” she asked.

      “Ghosts are rare, but they commit their lives to killing without a need for recognition. They will not get caught because they are perfect at what they do and how they do it.”

      “Then how do you know they exist?” she asked.

      “In my entire career, I’ve captured one.”

      “One?” she asked. “Just one?”

      “I’m sorry,” he said, shrugging. “I thought you’d want the truth.”

      “So I’m a dead woman?”

      “Never. We’ll protect you day and night,” Coil said.

      “For how long? This ghost has been planning this for over a year. He knows everything about me thanks to that moron, Penny. She got what she deserved.” Agatha punched the dashboard.

      Hank put his arm around her shoulder. “Now, come on, Aggie. Penny wasn’t maliciously setting you up. She paid for her mistake with her life.”

      Agatha curled forward in sobs. “I can’t do this again. I can’t…I can’t. I can’t go back home.”

      “Let me call Nick Dewey. I’m sure we can use that place in Fort Worth he lent to us during the Ellie Belle case last Christmas.”

      “We’ll keep you safe,” Coil
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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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