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      SERIES MAIN CAST:

      Get access to the character cards and book bonuses in The Vault when you subscribe!
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      “BODIES & BRIDEZILLA” SUSPECTS AND VICTIMS:
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      Gabriella St. Claire – A high-society bride with a no-nonsense demeanor, Gabriella is known for her exacting standards and fiery temper. Her reputation as a "Bridezilla" is matched only by her sharp wit and the icy control over her extravagant wedding.
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      Lawrie Givens – The groom-to-be, Lawrie is a charming yet increasingly anxious figure on the verge of his wedding to Gabriella. His sudden disappearance just before the big day raises suspicions, especially given his calm but jittery demeanor at the rehearsal dinner.
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      Henry Matthews – Best man and old college friend of the groom, Henry is handsome and polished but seems nervous in social settings. His darting eyes and fidgety behavior hint at something beneath the surface, making him a suspect as tensions rise.
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      Olivia St. Claire – Gabriella's cousin and maid of honor, Olivia presents a composed and cool demeanor, a stark contrast to her cousin’s stormy personality. Her quiet presence hides family drama and a possible rivalry with Gabriella.
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      Jasper Holt – A local reverend with a kind face, Jasper is set to officiate the wedding. Despite his calm exterior, an air of mystery surrounds him, suggesting that he may be hiding more than just the secrets of the confessional.
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      Violet Trench – Owner of the local bakery, Violet is a tall, quiet woman with an imposing presence. Known for her exquisite cake designs, she commands respect and isn't someone to mess with, especially when wielding a piping bag.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            A WEDDING TO DIE FOR

          

        

      

    

    
      The Chatterbox Café was its usual hive of activity, buzzing with townsfolk chatter and the comforting aroma of freshly brewed coffee. Trixie, Radleigh, and I were nestled in our favorite corner, sipping our beloved lattes while crocheting up a rainbow storm.

      Radleigh, the ever-vibrant mortician at Critt Family Memorial—the funeral home business I inherited from my late father, Caspian Critt—was currently crocheting a sparkly adornment for one of the many wigs he used as his dazzling drag-queen alter-ego 'Luna Eclipse.'

      Trixie—my bestie and owner of The Crafty Cauldron—was diligently crocheting an adorable teddy bear for the Hospital Auxiliary sale. Meanwhile, I was doing my best not to turn my intricate lace-patterned jacket into a tangled mess, fumbling through the black yarn with all the grace of a five-fingered fumble.

      My team of 'Hookers'—the affectionate name for my duo of crochet-obsessed friends—were the best companions and amateur detectives I could ever wish for.

      Eunice Pembleton, the town gossip and vivacious owner of the Chatterbox, peeled herself away from her prime eavesdropping post at the front counter to chat. Her eyes sparkled with the latest tidbit of town news.

      "Carrigan, did you hear about the Givens-St. Claire nuptials? It's going to be a grand affair!" Eunice could barely contain her excitement as she leaned in conspiratorially.

      "Yes, I have, Eunice. From my mother, naturally. She's friends with the St. Claire family and has been tittering about the wedding all week."

      And, right on cue, the bell over the door chimed, followed by the unmistakable staccato, cicada death-swarm clacking of my mother's heels on the polished tile floor.

      "It has arrived," I whispered to Trixie and Radleigh, who stifled their giggles behind their hands.

      "She's seen us! Too late to go out the back," Radleigh said through the hand covering his mouth.

      "Carrigan! There you are. I've been looking all over for you. Why don't you answer your phone?"

      I checked my phone and saw exactly eighteen missed calls, twenty-seven unread text messages, two video calls, and a partridge in a pear tree. All from my mother.

      "Sorry, Mother. I muted it for our business meeting." I gestured to Trixie and Radleigh as I hastily stuffed my crochet project into my bag beneath the table. Trixie and Radleigh followed suit, trying to hide their amusement.

      Mother raised a delicately plucked eyebrow to the rafters. "Do you often knit during 'business' meetings?"

      "Mother! Bite your tongue. It's crochet, not knitting," I corrected, sticking a thumb in her direction as I addressed Trixie and Radleigh. "Can you believe the nerve…?"

      "Such fun!" Mother interrupted, her voice dripping with exaggerated cheer. "We have more important things to discuss. I've volunteered the three of you to assist in the Givens-St. Claire's wedding set up and tonight's rehearsal dinner."

      "Mother, no. You…what? Why?"

      "Because you're my daughter, and I said so. Clearly, you and your friends have no other plans. Be at the Castle Point Yacht Club in an hour!"

      "Mother, I…we…"

      "Such fun! See you there!" She turned on her piercing heel and strode out, leaving us in stunned silence.

      Trixie sighed. "Looks like we're off to decorate for the high society event of the season." She packed away her half-finished teddy bear.

      Radleigh checked his vibrant purple, amethyst-encrusted watch, lips pursed. "If we skedaddle now, we'll make it with time to spare for her royal highness's commands."

      I let out a long-suffering groan. "Why does Mother always volunteer me for these things? And now, drag you two into it?" None of us would dare do anything to incur Mother's wrath.

      "Because deep down, you know she loves spending time with you," Radleigh winked at me, standing up. "Besides, it's not every day we see a Bridezilla in her natural habitat."

      Radleigh was referring to Gabriella St. Claire, who, in her everyday existence, was a demanding, no-nonsense elitist whose perspective, I believed, must be distorted from looking down her nose at everyone.

      We paid our tab and left Eunice's sanctuary of gossip behind us. The morning sun sparkled, casting a radiant glow over Castle Point as we walked to the yacht club. The ocean breeze carried a salty tang that mixed with the faint smell of fish from the docks. I always found it calming, even when facing impending Bridezilla doom.

      As we entered the club, it was clear Gabriella St. Claire was in charge. She flitted about like a tempest in a tiara, directing florists and scolding caterers with an iron fist hidden beneath silk gloves. The elegant venue had been transformed into a floral wonderland, each arrangement more extravagant than the last.

      "There you are!" Gabriella spotted us immediately, her far-too-elegant rehearsal dress swishing as she marched over.

      I braced myself. "Gabriella, hi! We're here to help with whatever you need."

      She sized us up, her gaze lingering on Radleigh's colorful ensemble before nodding curtly. "Good. I need those table linens ironed again—they're not nearly crisp enough—and make sure all the place cards are aligned perfectly with the silverware."

      Trixie nudged me as Gabriella turned on her heel and continued her tirade elsewhere. "Isn't this just peachy?" she whispered.

      "If by 'peachy' you mean 'absolutely horrible, and I'd rather brush a rabid raccoon's teeth while simultaneously having my legs waxed,' then yes, I agree," I muttered back.

      The yacht club was buzzing like a hive ready to swarm, and we were caught in the thick of it. My hands worked the iron over the linen as if smoothing out the wrinkles could somehow iron out the tension in the room.

      Trixie, beside me, aligned the place cards with meticulous care while Radleigh, ever the artist, fluffed and arranged the centerpieces with a flourish that only he could manage.

      My eyes darted to Gabriella, who was now terrorizing a string quartet about their tempo. I chuckled softly. "If looks could kill, that violinist would be our next ghostly client."

      Gabriella's piercing gaze met mine across the room, sending me into a momentary panic. I wondered if her hearing was as precise as her instruction. She marched over. "Carrigan, I specifically requested an inch from the edge. This looks more like an inch and a half."

      I stifled a sigh and readjusted the table linens. The devil was in the details for Gabriella St. Claire; every inch had to be just so. Before I could even contemplate the physics of linen placement, Mother swept into the room like a summer storm.

      "Carrigan! You've made it! And you've brought friends. How lovely," she trilled, clasping her hands together as if she hadn't orchestrated this whole scenario herself.

      I looked at her, confused. "Yes, Mother. As you commanded, we're at your service," I replied with mock reverence and a bow for good measure.

      Mother's gaze swept over us—over my haphazard hair bun and Radleigh's riotous rainbow shirt—and she tsked softly before continuing. "Well then, you'll also ensure all rehearsal guests are greeted with a smile and promptly directed to their seats."

      "Because playing linen origami wasn't enough," Radleigh muttered as he adjusted an obstinate orchid.

      I bit back a smile and met my mother's expectant look. "Of course, Mother. We'll ensure everyone is seated for rehearsal dinner with smiles so bright they'll need sunglasses."

      "Very good," she said with a nod of approval before turning her attention back to Gabriella, who was now fussing over the height of the candles on each table.

      I navigated through the labyrinth of tables adorned with silver and crystal, smiling so hard my cheeks ached. The yacht club's ballroom, usually a tranquil sea of blues and whites, had been transformed into an explosion of peonies and roses. It was as if a florist had sneezed in technicolor.

      The rehearsal guests trickled in, their voices a low hum that grew steadily into a buzz of excitement. As I greeted each arrival, I felt like a flight attendant directing traffic—only instead of emergency exits; I pointed out the restrooms and the bar.

      Radleigh floated among the guests like social glitter, his buoyant personality and vibrant attire drawing eyes and eliciting chuckles. He was in his element, mingling and spreading joy as only he could.

      Trixie, meanwhile, was stationed by the entrance with me, armed with her brand of infectious enthusiasm. "Welcome to the prelude of matrimony!" she chirped to each person who crossed the threshold.

      I was on autopilot, nodding and gesturing with practiced ease when I felt a tap on my shoulder. My mother stood behind me, her arm linked through that of a gentleman who looked vaguely familiar. He was tall and well-dressed—a sure sign Morgana Critt had conscripted him for some unfathomable social maneuvering.

      "Carrigan," Mother said in her most melodious voice—which always signaled trouble—"I'd like you to meet Reginald Van Buren III. Reggie here is an old family friend and recently single."

      "Reggie," I echoed flatly, offering my hand in greeting while inwardly rolling my eyes at Mother's matchmaking antics.

      "A pleasure," Reggie said smoothly, taking my hand and bringing it to his lips for a flirtatious kiss, then winked.

      My mother smiled in delight behind him. A troubling realization slid over me: My mother was plotting to fix me up with Reggie, a man at least ten years older than her.

      Mother beamed at us as if she'd just brokered world peace rather than attempted another setup for her perennially single daughter. "I'll leave you two to chat," she said before sashaying away in search of her next project.

      Reggie cleared his throat awkwardly as we both watched her go. "Your mother is quite...persuasive."

      "That's one word for it," I agreed before changing the subject, hoping Radleigh and Trixie were reading my mind and would save me. "So, Reggie... what brings you to Castle Point?"

      He launched into an explanation about business ventures that barely registered above white noise in my mind.

      Conversations ebbed and flowed around us, with laughter, clinking glasses, and silverware against fine china, providing the soundtrack to our lackluster exchange.

      As Reggie prattled on about golf handicaps and stock portfolios—subjects as thrilling to me as watching paint dry—I tried catching Trixie's eye, but she and Radleigh were engaged in animated conversation with Eunice Pembleton who'd appeared out of nowhere like a gossip ninja.

      It wasn't long before Gabriella swooped down upon us like a hawk eyeing prey—her bridal senses tingling at any deviation from her meticulously planned agenda.

      "Carrigan!" she barked sharply enough to cut through Reggie's monologue about mutual funds. "The seating arrangement for table seven is all wrong! You need to fix it immediately!"

      I excused myself from Reggie, relieved to be removed from his boring topic of conversation—and potential request for a date—and shuffled off toward table seven, where the seating crisis awaited resolution.

      It turned out Gabriella's definition of 'all wrong' meant two place cards were swapped—an apocalypse narrowly avoided thanks to my shuffling the cards to their rightful place.

      This was going to be a long evening.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            BRIDEZILLA

          

        

      

    

    
      Martha Gray, the wedding planner with an ironclad grip on her clipboard, was organizing the help with a precision that would make a drill sergeant weep. She'd even put a leash on Gabriella's Bridezilla tendencies, if only temporarily.

      As I helped set up silver candelabras that seemed more like weapons than decor, the other key players trickled in.

      Mother wasted no time making her rounds once all the guests had arrived, her laughter floating above the chatter like bubbles in champagne. She introduced me with an extravagant flourish of her hand that would have been more at home on a stage at one of Radleigh’s drag shows than at a rehearsal dinner.

      "Carrigan, darling! Come meet our esteemed wedding party," she beckoned me over with a tone that brokered no argument.

      I abandoned my battle with an unruly tablecloth and approached the group.

      "Henry Matthews," Mother said, gesturing toward him first. "Our charming best man and old college friend of Lawrie's." Henry's smile was as bright as the polished cutlery, but his eyes darted around like a man who had just walked into a spider's web.

      "Charmed," I said with a slight nod.

      Mother pulled me toward her, whispering, "You should only be so lucky to snag a man like him."

      My eyes hurt from the severity of their roll.

      "Lawrie Givens, the man of the hour," she said, introducing me to the groom. An undercurrent of something I couldn't grasp shimmered as I shook his hand. Maybe it was how he scanned the room, like a sheep among the wolves.

      I met his gaze evenly. "Congratulations," I offered.

      "Olivia St. Claire," Mother continued smoothly, turning toward Olivia with an affectionate tilt. "Our beautiful maid of honor. Olivia's presence was a cool breeze compared to Gabriella's tropical storm.

      "And finally," Mother drew out the introduction as if saving the best for last. "Reverend Jasper Holt." His handshake was warm, but I sensed layers of secrets stacked like books in a forgotten library behind those kind eyes.

      "It's lovely to meet you all," I said with ease. I'll never know what possessed me to give a final bow and tip of my nonexistent hat to the row of elegant people, but there I was, in an impressive curtsy, my head bowed in reverence.

      My mastodon height and frame made the exaggerated curtsy even more difficult, and I ended up with hands on the floor, booty in the air, trying to push myself back up.

      "Carrigan. Get up!" Mother hissed with a plastered smile.

      "Sorry." I pulled myself to full height and forced a smile. I listened as Mother chatted about me—much to my mortification—with the bridal party, excusing my behavior and how difficult it had been for her to find me a husband.

      Thankfully, Martha intervened before things could become even more awkward. "We should get everyone seated for dinner," she interjected, clipboard at her chest like a shield.

      As we moved toward our respective tables under Martha’s guidance, I felt like a piece on a chessboard being strategically placed.

      I sat beside Trixie and Radleigh at the table near the kitchen, far from my mother's ears and eyes. They offered sympathetic smiles and supportive comments about my Mother’s relentless need to impress people.

      I had barely taken a sip of the champagne Trixie handed me when a chill crept down my spine, a surefire sign that an otherworldly presence was near. Since my fortieth birthday and subsequent ability to see, hear, and speak to ghosts, the chill warned me that one was close.

      I set the flute down, spotting him across the room through the crowd of rehearsal dinner guests, clinking glasses and sharing polite laughs. He was a specter from another era, his attire a faded naval uniform adorned with medals that had long lost their sheen.

      His beard was a tempest-tossed sea of white, and his eyes held stories of gales and starlit nights on the open ocean. Captain Elijah Blackwood, one of Castle Point Yacht Club's founders, stood as out of place as a lighthouse in a desert.

      "Captain Blackwood," I greeted him under my breath, not wanting to draw attention to myself—especially not tonight.

      Trixie and Radleigh turned to look at me and then at the space I was staring into, understanding I was conversing with a ghost. They sat silently, listening to my end of the ghostly conversation.

      His gaze turned toward me, sharp as a schooner cutting through waves. "Hello. " He nodded with a formality that echoed centuries ago. "It's been some time since anyone's seen me."

      My heart skipped like a stone over calm water. It wasn't every day you met one pillar of Castle Point history—dead or alive. "What brings you to this fine gathering?" I asked, keeping my voice low and even.

      His laugh was a rumble, like distant thunder rolling over the sea. "This used to be my domain," he said, gesturing around the opulent room with a translucent hand. "I like to keep an eye on it, make sure it's still in good hands."

      I glanced around discreetly to ensure no one was watching our one-sided conversation. "You think we're doing alright?" I asked Captain Blackwood.

      "Aye," he replied with an approving nod. "Though I must admit, all this pomp and circumstance isn't quite how we celebrated back in my day."

      I chuckled softly. "I can imagine it's changed quite a bit."

      The captain's eyes twinkled with delight. "Indeed," he said. "We were simpler folk—celebrations meant good food, strong drink, and tales of adventure until dawn kissed the horizon."

      "Sounds like quite the party," I mused. His expression grew distant momentarily, as if he could see those bygone days before him. Then he refocused on me with an intensity that belied his ethereal form. "Keep your eyes sharp tonight," he said gravely.

      I felt a prickle of unease dance up my spine like cold fingertips. "Is there something I should be worried about?"

      He glanced at Gabriella, who was directing Martha with the imperious air of royalty overseeing her subjects. "Storms brew quickly at sea and in hearts," he said cryptically. "Not all dangers announce themselves with lightning."

      Before I could press him for more information, Captain Blackwood tipped his hat and dissolved into the walls.

      Trixie leaned closer, her voice hushed despite the surrounding din. "What did he say?"

      "Just giving some advice about keeping an eye out tonight," I murmured back.

      She raised an eyebrow but didn't question further.

      Radleigh leaned in, too; his curiosity was piqued enough to pull him away from a handsome admirer momentarily. "Everything okay?" he asked softly.

      "Yeah," I assured him with a small smile. The captain's warning had lodged in my gut like an anchor thrown into dark waters.

      "Well, if you need us to do anything..." Trixie trailed off.

      "Just enjoy the party for now," I told them both, glancing around at the guests, who remained blissfully unaware of our spectral visitor and his ominous words.

      As they returned to their conversations and laughter filled the air again. I couldn't shake Captain Blackwood's warning. "Not all dangers announce themselves with thunder." What did he mean? Was there trouble brewing beneath this veneer of celebration? Or was it just the ramblings of a ghost eternally trapped in the place of his demise?

      I looked again at Gabriella. Maybe Captain Blackwood saw something in her that mirrored his turbulent history. I scanned the faces of the bridal party, looking for any signs to match.

      My eyes raked back to Jasper Holt. "Holt, Holt, Holt…" I mumbled.

      "Carrigan, are you talking to me?" Trixie asked, leaning forward.

      "No, I just…can't quite place where I've heard the name 'Jasper Holt' before…"

      "He's a local minister, Carrigan. He's officiated at several of the funerals we've had. I hardly think it strange that you've heard of him," Radleigh offered from my other side.

      "Yes, of course, I know him, but it's something else I hadn't considered before. The itch I'm trying to scratch is coming from somewhere else…" and I couldn't put a mastodon finger on it…

      We were interrupted by an explosion of clapping, oohs, and awes as the groom's cake was rolled out on a trolly, pushed by the cake designer, Violet Trench, who also owned the bakery here in town.

      I was surprised to see her still wearing her flour-covered apron. I assumed Gabriella would have had a fit over a detail such as that.

      Perhaps she was too intimidated to say anything. Violet's large frame, generous height, and quiet nature exuded an air of 'don't mess with me, or I'll slap you with a piping bag.'

      Trixie, Rad, and I stood up and pushed through the crowd to get a closer look at the elaborate confection. The cake was tuxedo-shaped, with black and white fondant for the tux, bowtie, and shirt. A large, swooping "Congratulations, Lawrie and Gabriella" looped across the face in silver icing.

      “Wow, if this is the rehearsal cake, I can’t wait to see what the wedding cake looks like!” Trixie said, amusement clear in her voice.

      “Right?” I agreed. “That thing is more fabulously decorated than Rad on a Saturday evening!”

      “Not quite, honey, but it would bring in a solid second place!” Radleigh mused with a wink.

      As the cake-slicing ceremony began, the room filled with a sweetness that wasn't just from the sugar. Lawrie and Gabriella stood together, two figures at the prow of their ship, about to set sail into married life. Their hands overlapped on the knife's handle, a picture-perfect moment if ever there was one, and they sliced through the cake with ease.

      The crowd erupted into applause, camera flashes popping like fireworks in the dim light of the yacht club. I stood back, observing the commotion as Gabriella handed Lawrie a piece with a beaming smile that seemed almost genuine…

      Lawrie returned the gesture, feeding her a bite. They looked at each other than, and something ingenuous passed between them that made me just the slightest bit wary.

      As they turned to share their cake with the happy clamor of guests, I felt a warm glow amidst all my questions and doubts.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 3

          

          
            THE GHOSTLY GROOM

          

        

      

    

    
      The morning sun peeked through the fluttering sails from the boats docked at the yacht club, casting a dance of light and shadow through the floor-to-ceiling windows on the day of Gabriella and Lawrie's grand nuptials.

      I was flitting about, trying to avoid the wrath of Gabriella—Bridezilla incarnate. She was a vision in white, every strand of hair lacquered into place, but her eyes were storm clouds ready to burst.

      With every tick of the clock, her foot tapped an impatient rhythm on the polished floorboards. "Where is he?" she hissed, scanning the room.

      Olivia, cool as a sea breeze and just as refreshing in her mint-green maid-of-honor dress, shrugged. "It figures he'd let you down. You'd think by now, you'd have learned…" she muttered under her breath.

      I'd caught glimpses of Gabriella's fury during the rehearsal dinner set up, but seeing it aimed at Olivia made me cringe. Whatever their family drama was, today was not the day for it to unravel.

      Jasper Holt exchanged concerned glances with Henry Matthews. They'd been scouring the club for any sign of Lawrence "Lawrie" Givens, our missing groom.

      "He can't have gone far," Jasper reassured Gabriella with a pat on her hand.

      "Don't patronize me," she snapped, snatching her hand away.

      Mother hovered nearby like a perfectly coiffed statue. She gave me one of those looks that said, 'Do something' without uttering a word.

      "Have you checked his home? Have you called his phone?" I asked Gabriella in what I hoped was a soothing tone.

      Her glare cut through me like one of Mother's retorts—sharp and unforgiving. "Of course! What do you take me for?"

      I stepped back and looked at Mother, throwing my hands in surrender.

      Gabriella spun on her heel and marched toward Henry. Her bridal train swept behind her like an angry wave threatening to crash over us all.

      Henry listened intently as Gabriella recounted everyone she'd called and every place Lawrie might be—a list as thorough as it was fruitless.

      Meanwhile, whispers fluttered through the crowd like mischievous sprites: Was Lawrie cold-footed? Had he gambled away his last dime or his very life? Speculation ran rampant as guests traded theories and glances while sipping champagne with feigned nonchalance, and I noted every tidbit of conversation, particularly about gambling. I would have to find out later whether it was a sordid rumor or a tidbit with merit.

      I slipped from the hullabaloo and walked along the dock where seabirds cawed above me. The gentle sway of boats at their moorings offered no clue as to Lawrie's whereabouts.

      A knot tightened in my stomach. It was time to tap into my otherworldly resources. Ghosts often knew more than they let on—if they spoke—and if anyone could shed light on this kerfuffle, it'd be those unseen whisperers from beyond.

      I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. "Lawrie Givens," I called softly into the ether. "If you're somewhere between this world and the next..."

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Lawrie

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Cast of Characters
      


      		
        1. A Wedding to Die For
      


      		
        2. Bridezilla
      


      		
        3. The Ghostly Groom
      


      		
        4. Think and Tinker
      


      		
        5. A Name from the Past
      


      		
        6. Meeting with Mother
      


      		
        7. The Anonymous Threat
      


      		
        8. The Boathouse
      


      		
        9. Gabriella St. Claire
      


      		
        10. Olivia St. Claire
      


      		
        11. Henry Matthews
      


      		
        12. Jasper Holt
      


      		
        13. Alfie vs. Binx
      


      		
        14. Martha et al
      


      		
        15. Think and Tinker 2
      


      		
        16. Murder at the Manse
      


      		
        17. Some Answers
      


      		
        18. Murder Board
      


      		
        19. Mother...again
      


      		
        20. Henry & Olivia...again
      


      		
        21. Gabriella and Violet...again
      


      		
        22. Threatening Twist
      


      		
        23. Wired for Secrets
      


      		
        24. Boathouse Surprise
      


      		
        25. All Hell
      


      		
        26. Confessions and Confections
      


      		
        27. Un-pinning the Board
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Crochet Hair Clips Pattern
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  




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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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